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Sex mit Folgen 


Heterosex ist nicht natiirlich 


Unsere Autorin hat nur ab und an Sex mit Cis-Mannern, aber auch die biologischen Fakten geben 
ihr Recht: Heterosex bringt Tiicken mit sich. 


«Sex with consequences 

Heterosex is not natural 

Our author only has sex with cis men from time to time, but the 
biological consequences also prove her right: heterosex has its 
pitfalls.» (taz, German leftist newspaper, Lou Zucker 23.3.2022) 


Such nonsense has been published by the media and publishers, 
criticism of it and the voices of ‘white, heterosexual, male’ losers sup- 
pressed since 1968, like 50 books by Deichmohle. Lou Zucker's book 
“Clara Zetkin. A communist feminist” was published by Eulenspiegel. 


Misandrist nonsense in radical conflict with human nature has 
been massively disseminated in the media and literary market since at 
least 1968, against which male losers and critics have had no chance, 
as all established media and publishing houses since 1968 have been 
staffed by feminist-influenced generations who do not tolerate any 
dissenting views. The moment feminist women entered the media and 
literary scene, the objectivity and tolerance that had been customary 
since antiquity, which had allowed early feminist writings in ancient 
times and continues to do so today, came to an end. Feminism, left- 
wing and woke ideology usually stifled dissent right from the start. If 
someone was already prominent, they were ‘cancelled’. The countless 
voices of the losers were stifled at the outset, remained unknown and 
could never reach the public. 
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Feminists have not only been dreaming of unilateral sexual suf- 
frage for women only since 1900, whereas men have none, but of 
constantly reinvented chicanes ever since. Lou Zucker, published by 
the Eulenspiegel publishing group, Der Spiegel, bento, Supernova and 
Neues Deutschland, is calling for a sex tax for ‘straight men’. Most 
men (at least 80%) will become incel in the feminist society in the 
medium term, which Meike Stoverock favoured. Such tracts appear, 
are widely advertised, whereas criticism of such injustice, such as the 
original book six years older on the subject “The Oppression of Men”, 
but also all other books by male losers, incels or their voices such as 
Jan Deichmohle, have been systematically suppressed, rejected, either 
ignored or ridiculed, mocked and treated with slander about unpub- 
lished books on publishing sites to prevent the voices of the victims 
and losers of feminist society from ever being heard, published or read. 
Not even their mere existence is allowed to be known. This is all part 
of the perversions depicted in this book. 
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Effects of the Perversions of our Society 
15.12.2023 


Girls just wonna have fun” it was stated in pop music of the 1980s. 

This still applies today. As early as the 1960s, the saying was cor- 
rect: the pleasure principle makes you neurotic. It brings about bad 
personal decisions and leads us astray in the long term. Sexual selecti- 
on exercised by women alone breaks through as the sole determining 
power, which, on the one hand, degrades eighty to ninety-nine per cent 
of men to losers of female choice, depending on the extent of its supre- 
macy. In addition, sexual perversions are spreading, creating an ice- 
cold, emotionally blunted society in which everything created by cul- 
ture is dead and missing. This undesirable development had already 
taken place in the 1960s with the simultaneous triumph of the second 
feminist wave on the one hand and effective contraceptives on the 
other. Initially, this upheaval was driven by radicalism: political (left- 
wing), social hysteria (feminist) and mental (hippies). Then, in the 
1980s, it became endemic. Now, radicalism was no longer necessary 
because the pleasure principle or fun principle was now firmly an- 
chored and part of pop culture. 


It's not just the pleasure principle that makes us neurotic, as con- 
servatives of the 1960s correctly observed. This also applies to the fun 
principle. This fun is feminine because it means completely unre- 
strained and uninhibited sexual selection, which is instinctively purely 
feminine and does not belong to men. Genes are filtered through men, 
not women. This is why girls and women of fertile age do not experi- 
ence this: they practise selection, but are not affected by it. But this is 
only one thing that is gradually leaking into our consciousness. The 
other is still completely misunderstood by contemporaries. This is the 
loss of complementarity of the sexes and thus of culture. Its eliminati- 
on means the end of human warmth. The exchange of the sexes gave 
identity and meaning. Today this is only seen in a shortened form, in 
the realisation that women no longer need men because they them- 
selves do everything that used to be the task and obligation of men, but 
for women was never an obligation but always voluntary. Conversely, 


it follows that men and boys were once needed and therefore enjoyed 
respect. 


However, even this is only a tiny excerpt, perceived in a shor- 
tened form. For cultural forms of exchange, which for their part are ab- 
breviated today as ‘roles’, which completely ignores their meaning and 
purpose — ultimately the term ‘role’ is already feminist propaganda — 
gave both sexes identity and prestige, which does not have to be hard- 
won, but develops naturally. The cultural exchange creates solidarity, 
whereas today both sexes and individuals are alienated from each other 
after this unifying exchange ceased to exist. This set them on a course 
of conflict, so that the relationships were not only dissolved, but also 
poisoned. As a result, real sex differences are now disturbing and the 
cause of hostility, whereas they were once beneficial and loved. This is 
also the reason why human warmth, especially in dealings between the 
sexes, has disappeared and given way to a frightening coldness. 


Until the 1970s, there was still a small remnant of the memory of 
the already disintegrated culture of complementation, because the 
younger contemporaries living at that time had grown up in its last, 
albeit already very weak, remnants during the 1950s and 1960s. 
Therefore, despite the cultural-revolutionary clamour, which began 
before 1968 but completely took over Western societies at that time, 
there was still an unconscious remnant of understanding and warmth. 
This is why it was easier to find girls in the early 1970s. Leftists of the 
1980s were already mourning the ‘good times’ and complaining that 
‘women were no longer in a good mood’, that ‘their feminism had 
taken a wrong turn’. The latter is wrong, because both the first and se- 
cond feminist waves were at least as anti-male and shrill as later ones, 
and even more militant. Their terror tactics have been forgotten, co- 
vered up by the victors. The less drastic ones are being dug up by the 
‘last generation’, who use suffragette tactics in their attacks on classi- 
cal paintings, albeit with less destructive potential because they spray 
paint instead of slashing with sharp knives or blowing up with bombs 
or setting fires. 


In any case, in the 1970s there was still some unconscious respect 
and understanding, and thus a tiny remnant of human warmth, even 
among young people influenced by cultural revolutionaries, which 
stemmed from the culture of sex complementarity. 

“Surely the man would like to...” here followed a once female 
task. 

This kind of thing was often heard. Even when psychologising 
among girls, some consideration was still given to men, some under- 
standing flashed through, because subliminally and unconsciously an 
inkling of former cultural tasks was still at work. But this was just a 
dead afterbloom, like a flower that has been cut in the garden and 
placed in a vase where it cannot form roots and is therefore doomed to 
die, only opening its petals one last time. The cultural revolution of the 
1960s had already cut them off or chopped them down. Those who 
were unlucky enough not to have taken part in the 1970s, because tra- 
ditional education and morals precluded it, were never able to catch up 
on this learning phase with easily accessible girls who still possessed a 
remnant of understanding. 


In the 1980s, the neuroticising pleasure principle, or the fun prin- 
ciple that inspired both cruel sexual selection and sexual aberrations 
and perversions, was already pop culture and a subliminal current. Just 
as the 1960s cultural revolution, feminists and leftists had previously 
formed the surface, unconscious remnants of culture and warmth the 
undercurrent stemming from earlier times, this now continued with the 
altered undercurrent of the fun era. Cultural complementarity had 
disappeared altogether; instead, by the 1980s, the “girls want fun” had 
become the new undercurrent, while the cultural revolutionaries of the 
1960s and their descendants continue to form the upper current, the 
establishment, to this day. 


Today we recognise that the conservative slogan “The pleasure 
principle makes you neurotic” from the 1960s was correct, but that it is 
very short-sighted. The following should be added: “The pleasure prin- 
ciple makes you neurotic, spreads the mental terror of one-sided sexual 
selection on men, perversions of distorted perception and empathy as 
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well as sexual perversions in the form of infertile aberrations and a 
humanly ice-cold, disturbed society”. 


I lay down again after writing the above down just before dawn 
and dreamt. I was somewhere in a remote place. There was supposed 
to be a festival, I heard, and went with others to a pub in a courtyard. 
The area was completely open; there was no fence. ‘How is that? A 
festival here?’ I thought. There was nothing there. A few young people 
around me found a narrow wooden gate that could be tilted. We 
squeezed into a path between two houses. Lo and behold! We were in 
the grounds. Now I regretted having forgotten my books. We didn't 
even have a festival ribbon! How was I supposed to go out, drive the 
long way home, load my books there, and then get back in with them 
without paying twice? This is where the logic of the dream gets a little 
tangled up, because we hadn't even paid an entrance fee. It would have 
been very high and due the second time. Or something like that. 


The group entered a tunnel-shaped room that was like an open 
sauna. They sat there in their woollen clothes despite the heat from the 
oven, because it was winter and we were in a slightly mountainous 
area. I didn't dare go in with two layers of warm woollen clothing on 
top of each other. Besides, some would certainly be smoking in this 
tunnel, which I couldn't stand. 


A girl approached me. -“You're cool. Do you make music here or 
what do you do?” 

-“Not exactly. I'm an artist, but I write, make pictures and books,” 
I replied. 

Some other people came up to her, probably men. 

-‘We'll meet up later and have tea,’ she said. 

What's going on here? Somehow the roles are quite reversed here. 

-““How do I find you? What's your name? Do you have Whats- 
App?” I asked in an overload of questions and interest that would 
normally send any girl running. 

-“T'm Inchalia. You can already find me on WhatsApp. I'll see you 
later.” 


Or maybe she said, “My name is Muchalia.” My memory began 
to swim. She was probably from South America, because her name 
sounded Latina, probably Argentinian, which is why she looked as 
bright as silver. But what do I know in a dream like that? 

-“Write it down for me,” I said and slipped her a tiny piece of 
paper, the only piece of paper I could find in my things while I was 
dreaming. It was the size of a block of four stamps, with paper teeth on 
the sides like a tear-off pad, but also on the inside. So there were only a 
few thin lines in between that could be written on. I then read on the 
note: 

-“You're cool. See you around.” 

-““Yeah, where's your number?” 

-“Look for my name on WhatsApp.” 

There could be thousands. Or more. What exactly was her name 
again and how is it spelt? 

-“You have such a silvery Latin name. How do you spell it?” 

-“Well, that's quite simple. Your name is John (C. Mileahed). It's 
obvious how to spell John.” 

-“Yes, it's clear with John. It's an English name that I know. But 
yours?” 

-““You've heard it.” 

Off she went with her friends, presumably men. I was still puzz- 
led: Inchalia? Muchalia? And doesn't that sound like muchacho, which 
is masculine? How feminine is this name anyway? Is this name as 
inverted as her behaviour? And how many thousands of other people's 
profiles jump out at me on WhatsApp when I type that in? Something's 
not right here. I'm definitely not going to see her again. That woke me 


up. 


17.12.2023 

This time I listened to Infields before leaving. After several years 
of not even realising what was going on when I watched and listened 
to Infields from the many flirting teachers working in English and 
German on YouTube, I'm starting to understand because I've changed 
enough to be able to take their stance emotionally. Mind you, this is 
not about mental (intellectual) understanding, in which I am clearly 
superior to all the flirting teachers I know. Their rational explanations 
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are always less precise than my thinking, their level of information is 
lower than mine in purely factual terms. But that's not what matters 
with girls and women! What successful men have over me is a secure 
physical presence in the moment, which radiates what the scene calls 
alpha masculinity. They also have experience of what a good conversa- 
tion feels like and how it works. The emphasis here is on ‘feel’. Be- 
cause these men have had sweet successes, they can sense exactly what 
is going on and are always looking to recreate this good feeling in 
conversation, which girls then also sense. 


I couldn't possibly have that good feeling because even as a child 
I was stuck in the role of the boy who wasn't even taken seriously by 
other boys apart from my school friends, who was teased, who was 
afraid of stronger boys threatening to hit him during the primary school 
breaks. Others grew up with the normal alpha attitude, especially those 
who were mean to me. In contrast, I was firstly an outsider, secondly 
inexperienced in social groups and their unconscious hierarchies, and 
thirdly, when I was in such groups, I was in a ridiculous, threatened 
position, the lowest level of social hierarchy. Fourthly, it made me 
insecure, anxious, not trusting myself to do anything, because any 
transgression would have been dangerous for me. 


Fifthly, in such a situation and past, a personality and experience 
had formed that radiated just such a ridiculous existence, which was 
giggled at and rejected by girls, which sixthly meant exclusively 
negative experiences with girls. This resulted in an inversion of 
feelings. When others were happy, I felt great pain and sadness. The 
noisy cheerfulness of others seemed crude and cruel, cheeky, stupid 
and taking the piss out of me. I became the epitome of a loser who 
knew nothing and could not learn what the flirting game was all about, 
how girls are won over, nor how a social group is won over. 


That's why I became the opposite of a charismatic. A charismatic 
is alpha, radiates security and inner strength like a prophet, but talks 
superficially, which can be nonsense, and never gets too deep or subtle, 
which would overwhelm his audience. An alpha is therefore allowed to 
be stupid; it is a rare exception when an alpha is nevertheless clever, 
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only concealing this in his speech. I unconsciously radiated insecurity, 
inexperience and in every way the opposite of what girls and fertile 
women demand from men. 


I was therefore unfamiliar with how a successful man talks to 
girls because I had never experienced success myself, only failure. 
This had reached such an extent that I couldn't even understand the 
instructional videos and infields. I desperately tried to decipher their 
topics of conversation and their spirit, but I didn't notice any spirit. It 
was often just silly chatter at first, but mainly rehearsed lines and 
sayings that interlocked like building blocks. This is how I describe the 
old pick-up, because in recent years there has been a shift towards 
more natural behaviour, which also suits me better, because I have 
always tried to be natural in my life. 


I used to be desperate because I didn't even know the content of 
other men's successful conversations with women. What do they talk 
about? I had no idea. How do they talk? I didn't know. When I tried to 
listen in on other people's conversations, I couldn't find the key to the 
content. Today I realise that the content is not the key - I had been 
looking in the wrong place all my life. The reason is probably the 
evolutionary mechanism that is supposed to make it impossible for 
male losers to recognise the cause of their failure, so that they do not 
succeed in circumventing sexual exclusion and thus breaking the 
biological principle that genes are filtered through men, which is why 
losers are not allowed to reproduce. 


Because of this evolutionary blockade, I failed to understand 
Infields emotionally. The same applies not only to me, but to an 
increasing number of men. Although I have been laughed at for 
decades for my descriptions, insights and writings, they are not only 
correct, but not an isolated case, the description of a real mechanism of 
human nature. I was just decades ahead of my time, as a friend from 
university who I met by chance on an ICE train a few years ago also 
told me. 

-,, You've always been ahead of us," he said approvingly when I 
commented on the book he was reading about the mental abilities of 
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ravens. From articles I had read on recent research, I knew that ravens 
and crows have an even more complex ability to observe and deceive 
each other than humans. In this specialised discipline they are smarter 
than we are. 


The experiences I had back in the 1970s are now being experien- 
ced by a whole generation, called Z. Since then, the number of affected 
boys and men who have had the same experiences as me has steadily 
increased. While first feminists and leftists, and then all my contempo- 
raries in the media and publishing houses, increasingly mocked and 
ridiculed me because the realisation I had made was increasingly ta- 
booed by their ideological current, which also seeped more and more 
into society, becoming the pillar of collective perception, feeling and 
thinking of entire generations, the number of affected men increased. 


«A new study by Pew Research shows that 63% of 18- to 29-year- 
old men are single (significantly more than among young women) and 
US census data also confirms this trend. The study interprets the num- 
bers as a significant loss of social and love life among young men.» 
(simon-schnetzer.com, Generation Z) 


Today, Generation Z in particular is said to be lonely and inse- 
cure, to have the same problems that I was perhaps the first to consci- 
ously suffer and recognise back in the 1970s. So I was a full half cen- 
tury ahead of my time. In 50 years’ time, my books could be famous 
blockbusters; in that coming era, people will not be able to understand 
how my contemporaries could be so spiteful and obtuse. But there are 
also reasons for this in feelings, personality and ideology, which make 
us take invented problems and sex confusion seriously, while bitterly 
ignoring real ones. 


A flirting teacher from Vienna names four building blocks of 
successful flirting. The last two are “being cheeky” and “‘sexualising as 
soon as the girl reacts well and a good connection has been established 
with her’. Both of these, he says, are completely lacking in most men 
today. The same applies to me. According to him, most men today 
have the same problem as I do, except that no one else thinks about it 
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so sharply or dares to say it so openly. Another flirting teacher talks 
about “being relaxed” instead of “being cheeky”, but ultimately they 
both mean the same thing. 


‘Kristian with a K’, on the other hand, recommends with a confi- 
dent, deep voice that has changed through work on oneself, to simply 
come out of one's shell, to say what comes to mind, to hold nothing 
back. Others are similar. Above all, | says we should definitely 
enjoy the conversations, just have fun. Most of them are far too serious 
and logical — just like me! Girls just wanted to have fun. (That's right, 
“girls just wanna have fun”. It is part of today's uncultivated abuses 
and neurosis that girls just want to have fun and are totally unable to 
empathise with male losers, often also with men and masculinity in ge- 
neral). We should just make sure to have more interesting and fun con- 
versations, which he himself demonstrates. At first I thought what he 
often presented in his infields was absurd and farcical, a joke. Even 
Hl. to whom I once showed a short clip of Kis YouTube video on 
the underground, called him strange and advised me not to pay attenti- 
on to him. But kK got better and better over time and has now be- 
come a master at it. 


From | I learnt to simply play with words. Flirting means 
“play” or “game” in Denglish. I learnt different things from different 
teachers over the course of at least six years of watching Infield. In the 
meantime, for the first time, I have become calm and confident enough 
inside to hear their voices when I go out. Now I understand Infields in 
an emotional way, and thus the essential, at least partially. Logic and 
thought have become irrelevant to me. This development is more 
difficult for mathematicians and programmers than for anyone else, 
which is also one reason why these professions are so popular with 
flirting teachers. Objectivity is an obstacle to flirting, which is another 
reason why objectivity is beginning to die out, even in what is now just 
so-called science. 


For the first time, I managed to amuse girls, to make them laugh. 
It's suddenly even easy. All my life I have desperately endeavoured to 
reach this state, but I have never managed it. 
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Yesterday and today I went out without taking notes. Here is an 
example of my conversations: 

I was walking through a narrow street with a Christmas market at 
Hackesche Héfe. There were mostly families out and about, only a few 
girls, and they were hardly ever alone, but with their mum. Then there 
was one with an interesting face, around which halfway light or ligh- 
tened hair — natural blonde have been almost wiped out by centuries of 
increasing foreign fucking — hung down in spiral curls. She was not 
there alone, however, but with another woman who was wearing a cap 
that looked like a man's hat from the south of France, which men once 
wore when they threw their metal ball in a game of boules to get as 
close as possible to the small marker ball. However, her cap was flat at 
the top and not black, but a feminine wine red colour. 


Women have been stealing male fashions from men for centuries, 
feminising them and making them into female ones. Even the Germa- 
nic male haircut, which can still be seen on frescoes of Gothic soldiers 
in Ravenna and later became the military pageboy cut, was reinterpre- 
ted as a new female fashion by rebellious women in the 1920s, when 
the first feminist wave began its triumphal march through Western cul- 
ture. These women wore different, meaningful terms: “femme fatale”, 
“vamp”, “flapper”, “garconne”. Garcon means boy, which clearly ex- 
presses the masculinisation of women that began at that time. As a 
result, the scope of masculinity was increasingly narrowed. In antiqui- 
ty, the Middle Ages and early modern times, men's costumes were 
varied and often colourful. Similarly, the range of emotions granted to 
men was wide: in Goethe's Werther, the boy wept emotionally as he re- 
cited verses from the then youthful “Ossian” to his beloved girl. 


As women took more and more from men, including in fashion 
and behaviour appropriate to their sex, the scope of masculinity nar- 
rowed increasingly. Classic men's fashions became a boring, monoto- 
nous grey that was considered ‘reputable’, whereas women had 
claimed the world of colour for themselves and femininity. Fashion 
gave women the whole range of colours, leaving classic men with 
nothing but dull grey. Fashion is a destructive process in which a few 
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winners, who know what fashion is and can afford it, exclude the 
majority of ignorant people who do not yet know what new fashion is, 
or the majority of those who do not have enough money to be able to 
afford the expensive new fashion. It was similar mentally. Once upon a 
time, men, not just poets, had the whole range of emotions, from tears 
to cheerfulness, from confidence to nagging doubts, which classical 
poets expressed brilliantly. A weeping warrior who regrets a pain was 
not a lark, but highly dangerous, like a berserker preparing his berserk 
charge, in which he rushes at the enemy without a shield, but with two 
swords, deaf to pain from despair and grief. Didn't Russian officers 
once wonder why the defeated German soldiers wept with emotion? 
Weeping warriors were not sissies, but perhaps the strongest and most 
dangerous of all. 


These were just two examples of how extreme feminist emancipa- 
tion of women has actually constricted and suffocated masculinity. To- 
day, when feminists of both sexes claim that feminism has supposedly 
ended the repression of feelings in women and men alike and expanded 
their scope of possibilities, they are very much mistaken. As always, 
the exact opposite of their claims, which are based on profound errors, 
is true. In fact, there has been a masculinisation of women, not only on 
a personal level, but above all culturally, in that the cultural society 
once divided between men and women has been completely feminised, 
and men have been granted less and less leeway on many levels, inclu- 
ding emotionally, in terms of character and behaviour, which is still the 
case today. Anyone who doesn't conform to this narrow image of mas- 
culinity, with a deep alpha voice and a confident demeanour that be- 
longs to the one per cent of the best flirtation skills, no longer has a 
chance with girls and women. In a society in which male and female 
roles complemented each other, both sexes had the full range of human 
emotions at their disposal. 


The key to understanding this is to grasp the human universal, 
which is that humans have a need to develop a culture in which women 
and men complement each other with tasks specific to their sex, cre- 
ating exchange, co-operation and connectedness, just as they have a 
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need to learn a human language in which they can communicate men- 
tally, just as culture is a language for social understanding. 


Roles of the sexes therefore do not restrict the range of emotions, 
as is believed today as a collective prejudice of the time, but rather 
make them possible in the first place. Only because a culture of sex 
roles gave both sexes identity and respect was it possible for men to 
cry without being seen as sissies, to be moved without being labelled 
“bad at the game” by women. Today, a man has to be ‘cool’ or women 
will reject him as a nuisance, and he will also be looked down upon in 
society. In a culture with natural sex roles, a man is allowed to be 
emotional and can even inspire as a poet or thinker, because his role 
ensures him the minimum level of respect that is necessary for the 
development of his personality and the expression of feelings. This 
also applies to women: Although feminist emancipation placed the 
entire colour spectrum, all the nuances of feeling, in female hands, 
their security has also been lost since cultural structures ceased to exist 
and can no longer support them. Girls now also have to struggle to find 
their identity and recognition, which would come naturally to them in a 
culture. 


After this digression about the narrowing of male expression, the 
feminisation of male tasks, feelings, behaviour and fashions, which 
means the masculinisation of women, back to the flirting attempt at the 
Christmas market. 


The girl with the brightly coloured corkscrew curls stood at the 
side of the road and looked out over the Christmas market alley, her 
gaze also meeting mine. That looked good. But was she perhaps too 
young for me? Would it be awkward if she was nineteen and her mum 
came up to her, the one with the wine-red cap, modelled on a once 
masculine headdress? But wait, even in the darkness of the early 
winter night, you could see how smooth her face shone under the pale 
light of the lanterns. She was young, probably her friend. She also 
looked feminine, her lips slightly rouged, but as a flapper less attrac- 
tive than the more natural girl. 
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I had also moved to the side of the road, hesitating as I still 
thought her friend was her mum. I casually looked at the Christmas 
market in the alley in both directions. There wasn't enough of a scene 
for a photo. She was still standing there. But now let's go! 

-““You have beautiful hair, curled like a corkscrew,” I said to her. 

She didn't understand. 

-““What languages do you speak? English? German?” 

-“English.” 

Now translated from here. 

-“T like your hair. The curls twist like a corkscrew — opener for 
wine bottles,” I tried to find the right words in English. In the mean- 
time, I have gained confidence; my voice remains deep and firm, even 
when I switch to English. In the past, my insecurity in foreign lan gu- 
ages also affected my voice. It either sounded too harsh when I co- 
vered up my insecurity or too lax and beta. Now it's a diaphragmatic 
voice, as my teachers say it should be. It took a long time to achieve 
that! 

-“Thank you” 

-“When you want to open a bottle of wine, you always know how 
to do it. You've got your corkscrew curls with you,” I joked. 

She laughed.“ 

-‘“What are you doing? Are you on holiday or studying?” 

-‘“We just came to Berlin for the weekend to check out the Christ- 
mas markets.” 

-“You've come to the right place. I'm also going on a Christmas 
stroll.” 

-““Are you from here?” 

-“T'm originally from the North Sea too, not far from England. Are 
you from London?” 

-““About an hour's drive away." 

-“So still in the Greater London area?” 

-“Tn the centre of England.” 

-““Ah, Midland... What are you up to?” 

-““We want to look for iddsel somewhere later.” 

-““What? I don't understand.” 

-‘“We want to look for siddsel. I'm just looking on the phone to see 
where there are some.” 
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-‘“What's that? That was incomprehensible.” 

-“‘sniddsel” 

-“Oh, Schnitzel! Good idea, I wanted to go out for something to 
eat too.” 


-“Tt was nice to meet you.” 

Well, it wasn't good enough yet, although I was a bit cheeky with 
the corkscrew hair, made her laugh and once briefly imagined her 
naked to sexualise my voice. 


I had started today at Potsdamer Platz to take a new route, to 
break out of habits and not stand out in the same ““‘ every day. Next to 
the Mall of Berlin, I approached a girl walking in the same direction 
with a bag. 

-“You look like on a Christmas stroll. Have you found anything 
suitable?” 

-“T'm on my way to visit friends.” 

-“That's good too. What are you up to?” 

-““We want to play.” 

-““A games evening. That's good. What are you playing?” 

She mentioned an unfamiliar term that I'd forgotten. 

“T don't know that one? What kind of game is that?” 

-“You get locked in a room and have to free yourself.” 

-“T used to play something like that with my brother, but in 
naturam. I said to him: ‘You can lock me in the cellar and leave the key 
in the ignition. I'll free myself.’ -‘I don't believe it!’ -‘You bet?’ And he 
did. I pushed the key out of the hole with my little finger so that it fell 
to the ground. Then I used a thin piece of cardboard to pull the key 
towards me through a gap under the door and I was free again.” 

-“That was really quick. It takes us an hour. We have to solve 
many difficult tasks to get free, including mathematical ones." 

-“Those are the easiest. You don't need to memorise much in 
maths.” 

-“Tt can take an hour to solve the problems.” 

-“And if not, you just stay in the room until the next morning. 
You'll then be served dinner in the room.” 

She smiled or laughed slightly. 
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-“That's a good way to endure it.” 

-“If we ever play this together, I'll put dinner in the room for 
you.” 

That was the first cautious transition towards showing interest and 
flirting. Unfortunately, I wasn't paying enough attention, because she 
had turned slightly to the left and I was going straight ahead, where a 
traffic light showed red for pedestrians. 

-“T have to go this way now. It was nice...” 

She was gone, turned left. Whilst taking notes, I just remembered 
that I should change the subject more often. A PuA with whom I used 
to go on walks years ago explained this well. He used associations, or 
what he just saw on the street, to weave in adventurous mental leaps so 
that girls would find the conversation interesting. Flirting is an art 
these days, and extremely high demands are placed on it. If you're not 
far ahead of the crowd, you'll get lost. 


18.12.2023 

Dream in the morning before waking up: Somewhere on earth I 
was travelling around with young people. The landscapes in which I 
took pictures and what we talked about have already faded. Finally I 
found myself in my guest room. I loaded money onto a kind of chip 
card made of thin plastic, like bank or credit cards are today. I wanted 
to transfer it to my wallet, which consisted of a similar card, but forgot 
to do so. I then cut up the used transfer card, but not through the chip, 
and threw it away so as not to get mixed up. Then I realised the 
mistake. The money hadn't even arrived yet, it was gone. I searched 
everywhere for the remains of the chip card, opened my rucksack, 
pulled out pullovers and things, but the card was nowhere to be found. 
Others in the group looked on, knowing as little as I did where the 
missing card had gone. 


19.12.2023 

A walk through the Christmas markets turned into a wet and cold 
winter rainstorm. On the way there, I was daydreaming up a fun, casu- 
al conversation, the kind that rarely succeeds because the best I get in 
response are factual pleasantries for great-uncles. Girls almost never 
allow me to go into fun flirt mode; it's a thousand times harder for me 
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than others to achieve it, which is not due to the ever-maligned male 
loser, but to his categorisation by girls, who react to him very different- 
ly to men whom they are sexually interested in. 


-‘You look like a spy. Berlin is known as the city of spies. 

-‘Maybe’ 

-‘Are you about to report to a foreign power: there was a man in a 
black hat walking through the city!’ 

-‘Definitely. And what are you doing?’ 

-‘I'm looking for Christmas presents at the Christmas market. You 
too?’ 

-‘I've already got most of them.’ 

-‘I was just looking for my present when you ran into me. Did 
you find one today?’ 

-‘Are you Father Christmas or something?’ 

-‘Yes, exactly. Put me in your handbag and you'll have a great 
Christmas present for yourself, it'll make for a nice surprise.’ 

-‘And where have you put the present?’ 

-‘In my bag, of course.’ 

I would have imagined her breasts and vagina, which makes the 
voice both more masculine and more appealing to women, as I learnt 
far too late. 


Unfortunately, such conversations never happen. Just as I was 
thinking up the answer with the sack, a young woman in a bright red 
coat and light-coloured screwdriver curls hurried towards me and past. 
Rubbish! Again I was lost in thought, dreamy, lost to the world instead 
of fully present in the moment. I had broken a basic rule of flirting. 
The angel in red had already run away by the time I had returned to the 
world around me. What a pity! That was the most beautiful girl with 
the most open look at me of the whole day. Other girls look away as if 
they were blind. 


Nothing worked at the market. Attempts at conversation were 
even more boring than usual. One strutted around with a large umbrel- 
la, while I was drenched in the cough season — whooping cough is said 
to be an epidemic at the moment, especially among young people in 
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Denmark, and has already spread to us. Pneumonia is also celebrating 
a big haul. 

-““A little snow would be more Christmassy than rain,” I said to 
her. 

-“T don't understand German.” 

I repeated in English. 

-““Yes, maybe.” 

-““Are you looking for presents at the Christmas market?” I tried 
to segue into my daydream so that I could add a few funny knee-slap- 
pers. Being relaxed and funny is important so that girls don't get bored, 
I've heard from flirting instructors on YouTube over the last few days. 

-“T'm meeting my boyfriend. Friends of mine work here too,” she 
brushed me off. 

-““Have a nice evening then.” 

-““Have a nice evening,” she turned away with empty phrases. 


In the rain, I'm more likely to catch a cold, the flu or COVID than 
a girl acquaintance. Finally, I saw another unaccompanied girl. There 
was an older couple behind her in the stream of visitors in the aisles, 
who could have been her parents, but they turned off to a stand, where 
she took a different direction. 

-“You have a fancy hat with a poodle on the back.” 

-“Thanks, my mum gave it to me.” 

-“Great. That way it won't rain down your neck,” I tried to tease 
casually. Now the couple stepped up next to her. It must have been her 
parents after all. She turned away from me, obviously not interested. 
No use. 

-“Have a nice stroll.” 

On the way in the constant rain, already pretty soaked, I passed 
the Christmas market on campus. Again I daydreamed about what I 
could say. This time, a girl with light-coloured, long hair came towards 
me, carrying a long roll in her handbag. Ah, surely a Christmas pre- 
sent! Her eyes even caught mine; I wasn't completely invisible like 
most people. I quickly snapped out of my daydream, but she had 
already walked past. Turning round in the dark rain and running after 
her would have been too obvious. I messed up again. 
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Then a queue of people moved in front of me, taking up the entire 
width of the pavement. I started to overtake. A man on a bike was smo- 
king; I had to sprint to avoid inhaling his addictive nicotine. In front of 
me was a somewhat fair-haired girl who also looked pretty. But, alas! 
She was talking to a young man next to her. By now I realised that the 
whole group spoke French and probably belonged together. As well as 
young people, there were also older people, either parents or chape- 
rones. In a normal tour group, I would have expected there to be a few 
people in between in age. But here they were all either young students 
in their twenties or more mature. Only two girls went without male or 
older company. 

-“You look like a procession,” I opened. 

-““What did you say?” one of them replied in English. 

I repeated in that language. -““Are you from France?” 

-“Paris. We are a travelling group, here for ###.” 

I didn't understand the term. 

-“Oh nice, are you celebrating Christmas here?” 

-““Yes, exactly.” 

-“T've also been to Paris, Grenoble and Avignon.” 

-“Did you like it?” 

-““Yes, and you?” 

-“Very nice, but there's more to see in Paris.” 

-“Paris is ancient. Berlin was just a small town 200 years ago. 
What we have here was built in such a short time. Are you partying 
too?” 

-““We're going to see the Christmas markets and the city.” 

-“Many people come to Berlin from abroad to party or to cele- 
brate the New Year. You too?” 

-“We won't be here that long.” 

The conversation was purely factual. We hadn't exchanged names 
and I hadn't paid them a compliment. I was wet in the December rain, 
they were part of a group that apparently did everything together. 
Could I get her out of the group for a date? I doubted it, especially as I 
didn't sense any interest from them. The group was just turning off at a 
red light. I gave up and said goodbye with good wishes to take the next 
train home and take off my cold, wet winter clothes. 
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«The Yanomami ... exhibit most of the typical behaviours of a 
tribe: the men are responsible for hunting, the women for gardening. 
They live in huge huts that can hold 400 people and spend their days 
working in groups. An interesting behaviour of the Yanomami is that 
they have no chieftaincy system. They believe in equality ... and make 
decisions by majority vote.»' (The Untold Facts, The Genes of This 
Tribe Carry DNA Of A Third Unknown Human Species, 4.5.2023) 


Even tribes that believe in and live equality, make decisions by 
choice, have no leaders or chiefs, recognise fundamental role sharing 
and sex complementarity between men and women at the group level, 
not individually within couples or families. This also applies to matri- 
archal tribes. This has been completely misunderstood in the West, 
which is a major reason why the West has gone astray since the Age of 
Enlightenment, and even more so since the rise of feminism. The other 
main reason for Western aberration since the Enlightenment is the in- 
nately skewed perception that favours women and girls in perception, 
while disadvantaging men and boys, and bitterly, contemptuously and 
even hatefully excluding and mocking male losers. 


These two cardinal errors together have probably caused the 
greatest social imbalance and catastrophe in human history, perhaps 
with the exception of an equally dark time at the end of the Ice Age, 
when there was only one father for every 17 mothers. 


20.12.2023 

On the way, I immediately realised that I was much more insecure 
than yesterday. 

-‘What am I supposed to say?’ I thought, just like in my youth. 
Accordingly, the search for approachable girls in a suitable stage of life 
and the first sentence were clumsy. To one who walked in front of me 
for a long time, constantly looking at her phone and swiping: 

-“Are you looking for something?” -“No!” 

Ouch. I was in a very deep hole again and had to start at the bot- 
tom. Many girls looked away. The few who saw me had more of a 


1 _ https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1V COZHfd1-k 
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‘What kind of guy is that?’ look on their faces, if I could interpret that 
correctly. If there was even the slightest hint of warmth in their gaze, 
or I thought, hoped so, I was lost in thought about what to do and they 
had long since disappeared. Instead, a burly security guard was staring 
at me, standing right in the middle of the pavement at a junction. It 
wasn't until after the Christmas market behind the campus, where a girl 
or young woman rarely stood alone, but then even more absorbed in 
her phone than I was in daydreams, apparently waiting for friends, that 
I approached a girl and her friend. I can't remember what I said, but it 
must have been about a detour through the Christmas market. One of 
my sentences was: 

-“Finally a day without winter rain. Snow would be more like 
Christmas.” 

They told they had to go on, but looked round as if to see which 
way I was going. It was almost in their direction, because I looked to- 
wards the opera, where I realised I had missed the only day with a 
baroque opera. Classical music is a stepchild of a society clogged with 
artificial noises, opera is a stepchild of classical music, and baroque 
opera is another stepchild of classical opera. Nobody wants it. Yet it 
outshines them all. 


At the entrance to the next Christmas market opposite Berlin 
Cathedral and the woke art gallery of imperial foundation, two girls 
walked past, one with a large bell-shaped snow-white cap. 

-“Oh, you look like a snowflake?” 

They laughed or giggled in a spiteful way. 

-“Don't you speak German?” 

-“No German.” 

-“English?” 

-“No English” and walked on laughing with their posture turned 
away. 


It was like the old days. I couldn't hear Kristian K's voice in my 
ear, his experience and self-confidence were not being transferred to 
my subconscious. He pulls off daring things; polite phrases are already 
flying around my ears. I soon regained my composure and walked 
through the Christmas market. An African man was dancing at the 
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back, dressed all in white, foolish, self-confident and expressive. I 
won't comment, otherwise I'll be ‘cancelled’. But others were also 
looking around sceptically. Later, at Alexanderplatz, the young couple 
with the most lovey-dovey behaviour of the afternoon was, as has been 
made customary by our wise ideologues, a black African who, with a 
laughing expression, let himself be pulled and pushed by her, a white- 
skinned local girl, while holding hands. Due to the collective extremist 
perception disorder, nobody notices the white-skinned male losers who 
have to pay for their own humiliation and their replacement, especially 
of the children living and conceived here in the country. 


After the laughed-off defeat with my snowflake saying, I was 
only halfway recovered when I saw a woman with a tiny wheeled 
suitcase approaching from a cross street. The wheels of the small 
suitcase made a clattering noise. 

-““Are you returning from holiday with your suitcase?’ 

-“No, just from the home office.” 

-“Tt's practical for that. You can hardly fit any clothes in it when 
travelling.” 

-“That depends on what kind. Bikinis fit in well.” 

-““Ah, that's your style! But more suitable for summer.” 

Who actually returns from a home office with a suitcase? What's 
wrong here? In the meantime, she had stopped at the pedestrian 
crossing, facing away from me and my direction. I wasn't sure whether 
her answer showed a certain amount of interest or whether I was inter- 
rupting something. She looked away across the road. Goodbye with 
friendly phrases. 


Again, despite the one good answer I had received, there was a 
hitch. Now I moved on under the lime trees towards the university, 
past the fenced-in Christmas market to the open one, where a 
fashionable young woman with red make-up was strolling through the 
main corridor. I followed, waiting for oncoming traffic so that I could 
approach her at a distance of several metres. I also watched to see if 
she was alone or perhaps connected to one of the men walking in the 
same direction or waiting at stalls. No, she turned off each time, 
apparently she wasn't here with her boyfriend, which could have 
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caused me an embarrassing situation. Yes, I know, they say in flirting 
circles that it wouldn't matter, we beginners would only be afraid be- 
cause we were too insecure: nothing could happen, our interest was a 
compliment to her and the man who had such a desirable girlfriend. 
When I went on a two-week boot camp in the USA for $3000, which 
now costs more in euros due to our incompetent government, whereas 
the mark had once approached a ratio of 1:1 to the dollar, so that our 
currency has now halved, my flirting instructor All sent me to a girl 
who was visibly in a nightclub with a friend. 

-““Go there, talk to her!” 

-“But she's here with her boyfriend.” 

-“Do what I tell you. You have to do what I tell you, otherwise 
you're ‘uncoachable’.” 

With many flirting teachers, this means: ‘If you don't do what I 
say, you're not capable of learning and I won't waste any more time 
with you’. So I went up and said, ‘Hey’. I didn't get any further be- 
cause her bloke walked up to me and hit me on the chest with the flat 
of his hand and pushed me away. 

-“He was in a funny mood,” told AL “That's never happened to 
me before. A sissy.” 

Yes, it doesn't happen to him, the flirt master, but I, the clumsy 
one, take all the trouble the world has to offer. At first I paid no attenti- 
on to the pressure pain and carried on. It wasn't until I was changing in 
the hotel that I realised the damage: I had a thick bruise over my 
thoracic vertebrae, which stood out blue for another two weeks. 

-“The lesson is,” said All “that you don't need to be afraid. It's all 
in your head. Nothing will happen to you here. You just have to be- 
come confident and exude self-confidence, then girls will react more 
favourably to you.” 


That was the reason why I first looked at this elegant woman, 
whom I had rarely dared to approach before, to see if she was travel- 
ling with a boyfriend or husband. 

-“You're ahead of the season,” I said to the elegantly dressed 
woman with red-painted lips. “Your lips are as red as a cherry.” 

-,, Thank you,” she replied with an Eastern European accent. This 
put me on the spot because I didn't want to embarrass myself by 
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meeting someone from my neighbours' extended family without 
realising it. I didn't dare go for the more aggressive option (“I'm 
looking for a Christmas present and you bumped into me.”) that I had 
thought up yesterday, for which I hadn't yet built up enough of a con- 
nection. 

-“Are you just going on a Christmas flanerie to look for pre- 
sents?” 

-“T've already got them all, I'm here to meet up with a friend.” 

-“That's good.” 

-“Your beard looks nice.” 

-“Oh, thank you. What else are you up to?” 

That obviously wasn't good or smooth enough. She took two steps 
back, turned and started to walk away, still exchanging the usual polite 
phrases. 

-“Have anice ...” 


Even with that kind of a fit occasion — if it was one, not the usual 
politeness — things went wrong. Furthermore girls almost never saw 
me; it seemed improbable how they could walk past without their eyes 
glancing at me for even a tiny fraction of a second. Girls can do that. 
I'm not invisible to them either, because then their eyes would have to 
meet my surroundings. No, they seem to notice my presence without 
ever fixing me with their pupils, or looking in my exact direction and 
then avoiding that angle. Yesterday I was made of glass for some of 
them, so I was invisible when they did look in my direction, focussing 
only on a very distant point. In terms of photography, I'm way out of 
their focus range, so my outline blurs into a fog for girls, if it's not a 
bubble bokeh. 


I didn't find an opportunity at Alex either. Several times, girls 
rushed with stern looks, so much so that I gave up. At the traffic lights 
to the Alexa department stores', I approached a girl who was elegantly 
dressed in light colours and had her lips painted pink. This is a type of 
girl who was previously unattainable to me and therefore remained a 
stranger. Flirting teachers say that we should expand our ‘comfort 
zones’ and approach girls we haven't dared to approach before and say 
things we haven't previously ventured to say. I do that all the time! It 
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hasn't helped. I would love to be able to actually have the funny 
conversations I think up in my head. But it takes two! If girls don't join 
in, even the best conversation ideas are of no use to me. This time I 
dug out the lines from earlier. 

-“You're either ahead of the season or behind it! Your lips are the 
colour of the white-red Spanish heart cherry.” 

Despite being dressed elegantly, she actually pulled out an ear- 
piece and looked at me. I didn't understand the beginning. Unfortunate- 
ly, I got a little lost while repeating it, realised that my voice sounded 
higher than usual and unsure. 

-“Thank you. Better ahead, that's better.” 

-“Yes, we'd better assume ahead. Are you looking for Christmas 
presents too?” I carefully tried my brave idea with her as my present. 
But I didn't get through to her. 

-““Yes, and I have to hurry. So I'm afraid we can't talk any longer,” 
she rebuffed me more clearly than usual, spied a green light at the 
traffic lights and hurried off with long, spindly strides like a stork in 
high spiked heels. 


Several couples passed me. Let me tell you a secret: They are usu- 
ally light girls with darker men, like a colour code that taunts me even 
more at every junction. Finally, I saw a young woman all in black with 
a big bulging — equally black — bag over her shoulder. If the light- 
haired slim fable fairies of the north don't want me... 

-“Oh, you're going all black.” 

-“Yeah, pretty much.” 

-““Anyway, you'll probably get into any Berlin club in it.” 

She smiled. The first tiny bit of progress and ray of hope today. 

-““Probably.” 

-“Have you got your big bag full of Christmas presents?” 

-“No, I'm using it as a handbag. I've just come from the office.” 

-“Fine, what do you do for a living?” 

-“T'm at BVG, I deal with staff.” 

-“Oh, there must be a lot going on. I've heard that a lot of drivers 
want to quit. They'll probably need new ones.” 

-“Yes, there's a lot going on. I guess it's not always so easy to 
drive a bus.” 
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-“There must be a lot of incidents. Sometimes you read about it in 
the newspaper, but usually there's nothing in it.” 

-“That too. The shift work alone isn't for everyone.” 

In the meantime, we had arrived at a tram stop where she stopped, 
probably in keeping with her job at the BVG on her way home. Instead 
of telling her that, I didn't really know what to do. The conversation 
faltered. She looked away in the direction of the tram, which I interpre- 
ted as a lack of interest. 

-““What are you doing for Christmas?” 

-“T'm going home to my family in Brandenburg.” 

-“Oh, that's not out of the world!” 

She turned round again to look for the tram, which was still a long 
way off. That unsettled me. I actually wanted to suggest having a cup 
of tea or mulled wine, but because she didn't say anything and had 
turned round, I said goodbye myself with the usual wishful phrases 
before things got awkward. I have no idea whether that was the right 
thing to do or not. 


At the Christmas market in what must have once been the huge 
Alexanderplatz, I saw a girl standing at a round table eating a huge 
flatbread with equally massive contents, perhaps meat, perhaps not. 
She had light-coloured hair and looked like girls who have never taken 
me seriously as a man. 

-“Enjoy!” 

She looked. Maybe she said -“Thank you”, but probably not, be- 
cause she was biting into her huge quarter of a loaf of bread. 

-“T'm sure you'll be sated from this huge portion,” I added, but she 
didn't reply. Instead, a group behind the tables interrupted me. I feared 
that the girl might be one of them and was now being ‘protected’. 

-“A beautiful beard!” said someone from a group of older men 
and women. 

“Dali.” 

-“Thank you. Something like that,” I replied, then turned back 
towards the girl. Yet she was now visited by her friend, who had 
bought food from a stall. Messed up. 
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Now I was walking to Hackescher Markt along the well-known, 
well-frequented paths that are successfully grazed every day by more 
skilful pick-up users than me. I had never had a single flirting success 
in my life. If something happened, it was always arranged, for example 
on sites looking for sperm donors. In online dating, I am sorted out 
even more radically and more quickly than in real life. My years are 
too precious for that. Because of my unimpressive physical appearan- 
ce, I have always been passed over immediately and received no re- 
plies except from commercial people, i.e. whores and paid institutions 
who only want the best for me, my money. Now my age has also be- 
come an obstacle. I never got an answer from a normal girl or a normal 
fertile woman. Only on the street do I have a chance of becoming so 
good that my personality overpowers my age and looks. But I'm still a 
long way from that. 


You might think I've been busy today. Not at all. I have let girls 
pass by too often while daydreaming. Only with masses, a much 
greater number of attempts, could I make progress and perhaps some- 
how leave the fenced-in prison camp of losers and incels after all. 


Opposite the Hackesche Markt, near a bus stop, stood a half-light- 
haired girl in a white super-short jacket, or rather an extreme short 
coat, which stopped above her kidneys. 

-“Nice jacket,” I told, standing two or three metres from her. 

-“Thank you” 

-“But the coat is very short. Aren't you freezing at the back?” 

-“Not really. I'm usually dressed warmly.” 

-“Tt's not freezing either. At least we don't have a downpour. 
That's much more pleasant.” 

She followed up with a short, one-word reply. 

-““What are you doing over the Christmas holidays?” 

-“T'm going home to my family.” 

-““Ah, are you only in Berlin for work?” 

-“T don't have much time at the moment.” 

-“Oh, what are you doing in life apart from work? 

-“Well, I've only had this job for a short time, so I'll have to see 
how it goes.” 
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-““Ah, you're just getting used to it. Later you'll take your time and 
make plans.” 

-“Something like that.” 

-““We should plan to have a cup of tea or mulled wine together.” 

-“T'm travelling to see my family tonight,” she replied with a 
glazed look, as if she was looking into an unreal land of fibs and tall 
tales. My mother would have commented: ‘She will never be able to 
cross the Transylvanian Bridge of Lies.’ According to legend, there 
was a bridge of lies in Transylvania, which was populated by Germans 
at the time, and no one who had lied in their life could cross it. Inevi- 
tably, the person fell into the river. Only honest people were able to 
cross this bridge. Other legends of my childhood came from the Giant 
Mountains, where the demon Rtibezahl played funny tricks, or the 
inhabitants played tricks on him. But with the tribes there, the legend- 
creating poetic power has also died out. 

-“Then we'll have a drink together when you get back.” 

Her answer was a long, soft word: 

-“Perhaps” 

Let me translate into plain language, or women's language into 
men's language. It is well known that there are tribes or peoples where 
women and men speak different languages, which have a number of 
terms and grammatical rules in common and are also halfway under- 
stood by the opposite sex — at least men believe they are interpreting 
women's language correctly, and vice versa — but the differences, subt- 
le as they are, can be considerable when it comes to interpretation. 

“You're not getting my number, let alone a date. I'm just trying to 
be polite, but I don't want to see you again. The way the world is, there 
are coincidences that I can't influence. Maybe in twenty years' time 
we'll happen to be walking across the same square at the same time.’ 
(free translation from the women's language) 


As I lay awake that night, I thought disappointedly that I should 
have taken a full risk and used the more direct lines I had come up with 
the day before. The idea of choosing her as a gift or her as a spy might 
have been funny. But it's not that simple and can easily go wrong. I 
once went to a “monkey bar” in Australia, probably in Byron Bay. 
Girls swarmed in there to see men. There were platforms in the shop, 
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like an open cage, where muscle-bound men from the audience lolled 
around like a mixture of Tarzan, bodybuilder and monkey in a cage. 
Girls walked past and ogled the muscle packs. I tried to talk to the 
girls, although as a thin, muscle-less herring — “not a herring, just the 
bones of one”, according to one aunt — I had little or no chance. A 
visitor simply pushed me away with his hand against my chest when I 
was trying to talk to a girl. I told one of the security guards, but they 
didn't take me seriously or even listen to me. A few rounds later, I was 
thrown out. I had bravely approached a girl and received the usual curt 
answers. Now many other men were doing the same. What's the point 
of going out alone if not to meet someone of the opposite sex? 

-,,she felt disturbed and complained, didn't want to talk to you." 

I had already been reprimanded and pushed out of the monkey bar 
by the security guard. That's life. If the flirt master is successful with 
bold slogans, that doesn't mean I'm allowed to try. For me, the same 
attempt can go bloody wrong. It's all so difficult in this shitty world. 
Girls want to talk to muscle men, winners or experienced men, but 
hardly ever to someone who isn't all that. Women have a tendency to 
complain when they are approached by a man they don't want. In this 
world, women are always right when they complain unjustly, but men 
are wrong when their complaints are justified. The result is blatant 
injustice 

-“She felt disturbed and complained, didn't want to talk to you.” 

I had already been reprimanded and pushed out of the monkey bar 
by the security guard. That's life. If the flirt master is successful with 
bold slogans, that doesn't mean I'm allowed to try. For me, the same 
attempt can go bloody wrong. It's all so difficult in this shitty world. 
Girls want to talk to muscle men, winners or experienced men, but 
hardly ever to someone who isn't all that. Women have a tendency to 
complain when they are approached by a man they don't want. In this 
world, women are always right when they complain unjustly, but men 
are wrong when their complaints are justified. The result is blatant 
injustice. 


21.12.2023 
I decided to use my cheeky ideas from yesterday, in addition to 
spontaneous social chatter. 
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-‘Berlin is the city of spies. What power are you spying for?’ 

-‘Antarctica’ 

-‘Then you must be sending an encrypted message to Antarctica: 
there was a guy with a cork hat walking around here in Berlin!’ 


-‘What are you doing right now?’ 

-‘Whatever the jazz.’ 

-‘I'm looking for a Christmas present. That's when I came across 
you.’ 


High-flying plans are one thing, but what really happens is some- 
thing else. It's the same in flirting, love and sex as it is in war. First, 
clever men plan a summer offensive for months, but then things go 
backwards. I was still in a sorry state. 


On the way from Potsdamer Platz, I saw a girl in a red jacket and 
wine-red scarf waiting to cross the road in Friedrichstrafe. 

-“Oh, your red jacket looks Christmassy! And a red scarf too.” 

-“Thank you” 

-““All we need now is a big sack of presents. Then you'll immedi- 
ately be hired as Father Christmas at the next Christmas market.” 

She seemed to like that a little; I think I noticed a slight hint of a 
erin. 

“What brings you out into the wet winter evening?” 

-“T'm just visiting a friend.” 

-“Ah, that's good. Spending the evening with friends. Are you 
studying?” 

-“Yes, but not here.” 

-“Where? Near“by?” 

-“No, Tuttlingen.” (or something like that) “That's between Stutt- 
gart and ...” 

-“T know, in the depths of Bavaria. That's quite far away” 

Weak again. But due to her logistics there was nothing to be done 
here anyway. 

-“So you live here and study somewhere else?” 

-“No, I'm just visiting a friend who's studying in Berlin #*#.” 

-““And what are you studying?” 
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-“Ecobiology.” 

-“Biology is interesting.” (Readers will understand what the small 
omission of a sectarian fashion means). 

-““And what do you do?” 

In the meantime, we had crossed FriedrichstraBe and were wal- 
king straight ahead not far from the Gendameriemarkt. I had simply 
followed. Here I finally had a fit occasion to use my major template! 
Thank you! 

-“T was just looking for Christmas presents. And then you bumped 
into me.” 

She smiled, but looked at me sceptically at the same time. 

-“Berlin is a city of spies,” I added with a mental leap. “What 
power are you spying for?” 

-“For none.” she replied. At my questioning look, she improved: 
“For cringe.” Or “But that's cringe.” 

-““Ah, is cringe your taste in music?” 

Obviously that had been a misfire. 

-“No, not that.” 

She had to turn off now, she implied, and wished me a nice 
evening. The usual. Wish back. I suspect that ‘cringe’ was an overtly 
subliminal message. Even the Christmas present thing could have been 
‘uncalibrated’ because our conversation was nowhere near familiar 
enough for that, even though we had already exchanged names, which 
I forgot to write down in the flow. 


A woman dressed elegantly in fashionable clothes — as far as I, a 
fashion ignoramus, can judge — a chic, fluffy, light-coloured winter 
coat with white headphones and a bonnet on her head was walking in 
my direction, not slowly, but with a feminine stride. Many girls hurry 
these days, which reminds me of the play “Woyzeck” by Georg 
Biichner, where, according to my memory, which has gradually faded 
over the last 45 years, it says something like: “You walk around so 
sharply that one could cut oneself on it.” 

Dear reader, if you have just protested out loud, I must agree with 
you and apologise: I did indeed pull the quote from memory, several 
decades after reading it in my youth, slightly rephrased. Here is the 
real quote! 
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«Why dost thou not stay Woyzeck? Thou runst through the world 
like an open razor, one cuts oneself on thee.» (Georg Biichner, Woy- 
zeck) 

I paraphrase this quote as “Stop right there, gals! I want to talk to 
you, but you're racing through the world like a razor, so that male 
losers like me could cut themselves.” 


The young woman walked off without looking. Because the 
pavement was wide and her pace humane, I easily managed to step 
next to her from several metres in front. 

-“Hey!” 

She looked, even stopped and pushed her snow-white headphones 
from her ears. 

-“You brought your own music! What are you listening to right 
now?” 

-““Tennis.” 

-““Ah, a sports programme?” 

-“Tt's a band, some kind of indie pop.” 

-“T don't know them. There are so many genres. It's incredibly 
fragmented. At least it's not raining for once.” 

-“Tt was really pouring when I was out earlier.” 

-“The downpour caught me out shopping too. Are you going on a 
Christmas shopping spree?” 

I wanted to move on to the joke that she had just crossed my path 
as a Christmas present. 

-“T've just come from the seminar, from university.” 

-“T'm just going to the Christmas markets and have something to 
eat.” 

Shortly afterwards, she ran down the stairs to the underground. 


I'd messed up again. Her nice but matter-of-fact reaction didn't 
allow for a smooth transition into flirting; I know that flirting teachers 
claim that anyone can learn this, because it's the basis of their business 
model, with which they get people to hand over thousands of euros 
from their coffers. They then use the successful ones for publicity, 
forgetting or blaming the many born losers, as everyone does, the 
whole society being a blame game for male losers. I can sense as preci- 
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sely as my flirting teachers, who failed me as much as I failed girls, 
when a conversation is nice, when girls are interested — then every- 
thing runs by itself, no art is necessary! But if they block, no art will 
help, because every mental contortion you perform will still bring 
about their rejection, sometimes even contempt. 


Of course, the flirting teacher can now object that he also suc- 
ceeds, but he is over thirty years younger, not a herringbone, but often 
trained in the gym to be a muscleman, whereas I am an asparagus. He's 
fashionably dressed, whereas I don't even know what fashion is. When 
other flirt students talk about me, saying that I look impossible, like 
Kristian ki. who says that a few years ago he looked like a turnip, I 
usually reply: ‘Come with me, find me something to please girls.’ I 
have no idea about fashion! My taste is at odds with the times. What I 
find beautiful repels girls sexually or makes them giggle. What I find 
repulsive is considered the latest fashion craze. 


Pick-up people showed me a model at Alex. They thought it had 
style. I saw a man in baggy trousers that fell wrinkled over his boots, 
as if he had forgotten his belt, a coat of extremely coarse fabric and 
clumsy design that I would have categorised as a clochard or bum, 
with whom I might involuntarily hold my nose because he certainly 
reeked of urine. His headgear also fitted the picture. But no, he wasn't 
a tramp or a clochard, but a man dressed in the latest left-wing chic 
fashion. Left-wingers have been barmy and anti-cultural since the 
1960s and still are today. 


So you see, this world and I don't get along when it comes to 
fashion either. What they think is good is disgusting and broken for 
me. What I recognise as cultured and good is disgusting to them. It 
doesn't work. The Cultural Revolution of 1968 completely destroyed 
the good society and since then this world has become unbearable in 
thousands of ways. 


Girls and women respond well to flirting teachers, so it's easy for 
them to have good conversations. It's impossible for me! Deriving the 
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equations of relativity seems easier than getting girls to want me in 
such a broken world. 


I should have used my bold words yesterday, when there were at 
least a few attempts at conversation. Today there wasn't enough fluent 
conversation for them to fit. The elegant, tennis-listening girl from the 
university was now turning towards the stairs of the underground 
station. I stood on the other side of the railing and couldn't get across 
without her feeling followed. Failed! Failed! On the way down she 
said the usual polite stuff. 


My two failures at the beginning made for the best encounters of 
the day. I walked through the aisles of the flea market until just before 
the Christmas pyramid, where I had narrowly failed yesterday with the 
woman with an Eastern European accent, although she had made a 
counter-compliment about my beard and type. I overtook two girls 
who were talking to each other. They were busy with each other and 
didn't even glance at me. I found it impossible to get them to stop by 
saying “Hey” or asking them to stop with their hands. They would 
never stop for me. So I let out my spontaneously rising speech without 
attracting their attention. Mistake. Flirting teachers call it a “pre-ope- 
ner” and rarely talk about it. But I haven't used one for decades, didn't 
even know there was such a thing, and have always failed. 

-““Are you just going for a pootle...?” I began, but my question 
was stifled because they didn't react at all, but kept walking as if I 
didn't exist. Or rather, they had seen me and were deliberately walking 
as if they hadn't seen me. Adults behind me were watching. 


Embarrassing situation. I can't afford another slip-up here today, 
otherwise the bystanders will intervene, because the woman is always 
right, it's the fault of the man, who is always considered the trouble- 
maker. Male losers are a disruption to public order and are hated. If 
they criticise society, they are regarded as enemies of the state who 
must be kept down or eliminated at all costs so that public order does 
not come under pressure. A system of power will never admit to being 
wrong and cruel itself, to messing up the lives of its subjects, who are 
flatteringly called ‘citizens’. No, they would rather suppress the disrup- 
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tive male losers than recognise that they themselves are the disruptors 
who make a society unjust, emotionally cruel and destructive, sprea- 
ding much senseless suffering. Nobody prevents their own country's 
sons from being treated cruelly and turned into losers. No, they prevent 
these losers from ever being able to speak out publicly, from the public 
finding out about the deplorable state of affairs, which thus not only 
persists, but is constantly and rapidly worsening due to inane ideolo- 
gies. Until it pops. Only when those in power are overthrown will their 
injustice and mental cruelty be revealed in retrospect. As long as 
injustice is in power, nobody will realise it. 


I walked on, building myself up again inside. Flirt masters teach 
that a man should never allow himself to be dragged down by 
rejections, which happen to everyone, and that he must free himself 
from them and quickly rebuild himself internally. That's what I did. 
Again I was unruffled, cheerful, absorbed in the present, listening to 
the babble of voices around me, girls chattering and laughing, families 
and couples chatting, children shouting. I imagined the flirting teachers 
standing bolt upright, casually talking to young women and girls at a 
distance, as if it was nothing and they were inwardly uninvolved. 


With this attitude, I approached two girls entering the next Christ- 
mas market, just before the big one around the Neptune Fountain. 

-“Your white hat looks like a snowflake,” I said to them. 

Strange look, no answer. They whispered in a foreign language. 

“English?” I repeated and added, “It looks more Christmassy than 
the cold rain.” 

The two looked and walked away from me, looked at each other 
and laughed spitefully. Their looks were mocking and dismissive. 


What's going on today? This was the second harsh rebuff like this, 
and I didn't even get a reply. I escaped in the direction of the red town 
hall to the Neptune fountain. The downpour had started again. Now I 
came up with the following idea: 

-‘Have you seen the weathercock?’ 

-‘The weathercock?’ 
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-‘Yes, I want to pull his ears. The internet predicted that there 
would be no more rain in Berlin tonight. That's why I left my big um- 
brella at home. If I had it, I wouldn't get wet, might tell you quoting 
Goethe: 

«My fair maiden, may I dare, 

shielding and squiring thee there?»’ (my poetic translation) 

A well-read girl might like that if she doesn't find the language of 
1800 stilted. 


I'd rather play the spoilsport myself now: I was neither able to use 
nor try out the saying, apart from a tiny scrap that was laughed at. 


At Alex, I tried something again -“You look like a successful 
Christmas...” died on my lips, because the girl in the long white coat 
didn't listen to me at all, and almost pushed me away a few metres 
away with a stern look as she hurried on. A few foreign men, who were 
in the majority here, watched me. At first I tried to reassure myself that 
perhaps she had mistaken me for a canvasser from one of those pushy 
stalls where young people work for supposed aid organisations that are 
as feminist, radical left-wing and harmful as the rest of society has 
been since 1968. They claim to help children, then do feminist projects 
for girls but forget about boys. Or they invite even more foreign men 
to take over our girls, leaving us with more incels and no future. Many 
of these organisations, which are used by well-meaning do-gooders 
with a helper syndrome and guilt complex, are harmful. At worst they 
are refugee smuggling helpers or woke groups. At best, I would give 
money to wind up shady businesses. They mess up the flirting game 
because they are more pushy than even the clumsiest flirting student, 
constantly annoying me with false compliments about beard, hat, style 
or whatever, just to bait me for their agenda. 


But no, that's an excuse! I'm constantly being icy rebuffed as soon 
as I say “Hey” or look or smile. 


On the way, handsome girls would occasionally whiz past me, but 
always too fast and sharp-edged to be completely feminine, let alone 
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offer me a chance to speak to them without too much effort. I now 
lacked the self-confidence that I still felt yesterday. 


Several times, girls I wanted to step next to, but in front of them 
so that they could see me and not be frightened or assume something 
bad, ran off to the side. Eventually I got to Alexa, overrun by flirt 
students and pick-up artists, some of whom had already been banned 
from the premises. They had probably overdone it, or girls had felt 
disturbed and reported them to security. 


The whole of Alex is a hot place, overcrowded but also littered 
with mack on masters from near and far. If you want to keep up here, 
you have to be particularly good or confident. There's also a lack of 
middle age. I'm afraid that some of them might still be schoolgirls, 
which would be an embarrassing violation of the youthful safe zone 
and would also be badly received by them. Others have probably been 
approached thirty times at Alex or Alexa, with the same or similar 
pick-up lines from the day before yesterday. The rest are mums beyond 
the age of fertility who go shopping with their daughters. If there are 
any young women who could be considered, they rush past me in such 
a hurry that I have to think of the Woyzeck quote again. We are caught 
in a time warp here. 


In the meantime, my self-confidence has been damaged. More 
and more is going wrong today. Descending branch! Things went 
wrong at first, but at least they were still talking to me. Now I've 
landed in the deepest abyss, like most of my life, where rejection 
comes so quickly, often without even a word of reply, that I can't even 
learn anything. The world of girls remains unknown, as I am not even 
good enough for a conversation, while they follow feminist phrases 
and fuck millions of men from distant countries whose self-confidence 
has not been broken and corrupted by feminism and so on. Many 
couples here are of the now common colour code that is making us 
hereditarily extinct. 


Something is going very wrong. So I'm getting more and more 
insecure, I don't even know how I could stop a girl and get her to listen 
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to my opening. They just walk on and off! I'm finished. In the past, 
conversations were fruitless, but now they don't even want to talk to 
me. Or rather: it's like it used to be. Everything I've learnt has gone up 
in smoke again. 


No, I can't talk to the girls walking past. How could I? They don't 
stop for me, and if I walk along, they probably feel like they're being 
followed. I don't know how that's supposed to work. It works with the 
flirting teachers, but it doesn't work with me. No matter how many 
thousands of euros I pay them in tuition fees. 


My only option is to go to the bookshop. I'm not as out of place 
here as I am in fashion shops. There, a girl with subtly red-painted lips 
was looking for books; the last one she found was in front of the secti- 
on with the British flag, probably English-language works. Idea! 
Unfortunately, I messed up twice yesterday! No, I don't dare. Maybe 
she's too young. Maybe she feels annoyed and then the bookshop staff 
come and throw me out. I can't do it any more. I no longer have any 
self-confidence. It never works out. I'm done for. 


With these thoughts, I left the bookshop and walked to the end, 
where there is a wide strip of stairs. I'm not going to make it! I've had 
enough and I'm leaving! So I turned round. Who was coming towards 
me? First of all, ‘#men’ in the code language of our media, which 
renames everything the way the feminist, radical left-wing society 
wants to see it. And then: the girl from the bookshop with the slightly 
red lips! A sign of fate. I was destined to speak to her today. The Norns 
knotted it into the net, in the knot language of the Incas, who commu- 
nicated with knotted cords instead of clay tablets, papyri, parchments 
or books. Perhaps they also knotted in the language of the North Sea 
sailors, who spun nautical yarns into fish stories, or in Germanic runes, 
which were more suitable for notching than for knots or feathers. 


I looked at her, stood at a distance next to her and this time 
apparently spoke loud enough for her to hear: 
-“You have a mouth as red as cherries.” 
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Three oriental ‘#men’ surrounded us almost from behind at a 
short distance and listened with interest to what was going on here and 
how it was happening. Maybe they want to take over the art along with 
the girls. Or if I'm unlucky, one of them will be their boyfriend, in 
which case I'll be in for a real treat. 

-““No German.” 

I repeated in English: -“Your lips are as red as cherries. Are you 
ahead of the season or behind?” 

-“Better behind,” she said, but didn't wait for my answer and ran 
off again. Now I was alone with the three men, who of course also dis- 
appeared after she had made her immediate exit. 

My -‘Ah, interesting. Would you rather still be in autumn?” faded 
into nothingness, because she was no longer there. 


Her two-word dismissals were the best part of the total rejection 
without answers today. Why is that? Why is it so drastically worse than 
yesterday? I'm the same, I look similar, I used men's perfume today, 
which I forgot yesterday. My jumper is darker, but it's covered by my 
coat and scarf anyway. I've changed my clothes underneath, including 
the shirt. The only difference is the Portuguese cork hat, which I've 
taken because gusts of wind today would pull any other hat off my 
head and blow it away; only the cork hat can be tied tightly under my 
chin, otherwise it would have said goodbye to me long ago like the 
girls. But it can hardly be the cork hat! I'll try tomorrow without it. 


“What is it?’, I have asked myself again and again for 50 years, 
never finding an answer. I never had a chance to become confident and 
experienced in dealing with girls. I never had an opportunity to learn 
what they expected and what they wouldn't tolerate. We weren't fashi- 
onable, we were irrelevant. White, heterosexual men have not received 
empathy since 1968. The generations since 1968 don't realise their own 
empathy disorder because they are shaped by the same aggressive cur- 
rents that they think are progressive, diverse, and so on, but which are 
actually a disorder that erupted on a massive scale in the 1960s, radi- 
cally distorting respect, compassion, love and desire. Even back then, 
the 1968ers were spiteful towards parents, older people and anyone 
who didn't go along with their revolutionary fashions. This cultural re- 
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volutionary hatred became the new ‘normality’, which today celebrates 
itself as diverse ‘love’, not even realising its radical hatred of native 
men, whom they were born to respect and love, least of all its hatred of 
native male losers. 


What am I supposed to do? What should I change? How am I do- 
ing with my body? It just doesn't work. 


Christmas is coming soon. There were already far fewer people 
out today than yesterday. If I want to end up in bed with a girl, I have 
to hurry. Don't give up prematurely. Try one more time. Maybe I'll get 
lucky. 


So I turned round to walk to the other side, where I hadn't been 
before. Two girls with paper bags from fashion shops were walking 
opposite. 

-“Tt looks like you're Christmas shopping...” my sentence trailed 
off here, because they both just kept walking. However, they seemed to 
be whispering about something detrimental; they turned round again 
further away with a negative look for which I can't think of the right 
word. Was it sinister? Mocking? Questioning in a dismissive way? I 
don't know, but it was NEGATIVE. Oh, by the way, my new defeat had 
been observed by ‘#men’ again, but I don't know whether they were 
the same ones as before or others. 


That was bad. After two failed conversations it was all over, girls 
and young women stopped talking to me at all. Incidentally, the one 
with the cherry-red lips from the bookshop wasn't too young. A little 
later I saw her, or a similar girl of the same age, with a partially 
shaved, sporty, middle-aged man. If he can have her, then so can I. 


I tried another round, even considered trying the upper floors, but 
it didn't happen. A girl coming towards me even twitched one corner of 
her mouth at the sight of me. I've experienced this many times over the 
years, including when I travelled to a baroque concert in another big 
city. It's usually a typical sideways twist of the mouth into a snout, or a 
one-sided lowering of the corner of the mouth during eye contact. 
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Today it wasn't this gesture, but more of a twitch. What's going on? I 
can't stand it any more. 


Enough embarrassment. Just get out of this cursed place. Away 
from the nightmare. I looked for an exit. There was an empty, wet 
street at night. Never mind. I don't want to do this to myself again. I 
don't want to face them again. Fucking life. Then a woman smoked in 
front of me. I'd better go back to Alexa, then to the exit via Alex. 
Again, a few girls rushed past too fast, too bustlingly, without any 
feminine momentum, and I can't stop them. I can't. It's not do-able. I've 
tried hundreds of thousands of times, more often than experienced 
flirting teachers. Impossible. 


I walked slowly towards Hackescher Markt so that I could react 
quickly. I must have said something somewhere, but she just kept wal- 
king as if she hadn't heard anything. I'm knackered. Another elegant 
woman. I only caught up with her at the traffic lights to the market 
there. Most of the stalls had already been dismantled and I was too 
late. 

-“Your coat is chic.” 

She turned her head, looked at me briefly as if to say: ‘Who is 
that, and why is he talking to me?’ No interest in a conversation. No 
answer. Rejected for the umpteenth time. Exhausted and confused, I 
tried to turn the situation around with a joke. 

“Have you seen the weathervane?” I asked, trying to redirect the 
conversation to my idea for today. But that was badly ‘calibrated’ 
again, because she didn't want to listen, so she didn't want to under- 
stand a joke and find it funny; my attempt to liven up the conversation 
right at the beginning had failed drastically. She looked as if I was 
crazy and made a mocking face. I escaped the scene of embarrassing 
defeats and couldn't understand why things were going so much worse 
than yesterday. It's all so pointless. 


22.12.2023 

Very strange night dream. I was in an imaginary place where I 
was apparently at home or living. There was a girl walking around the 
room who then disappeared somewhere to strange people, presumably 


4A 


Chinese loyal to the government. From my computer on the Internet, I 
was discussing support for Ukraine so that things would go better 
there. Putin walked through my room with a stern look, wondering 
what was going on, then quickly disappeared because he was shipping 
military equipment in lorries to hold a joint military exercise with 
Venezuela, which I thought was somehow rather special. Anyway, we 
had a lot of big Russian lorries with military equipment for Venezuela 
driving through town, barely fitting under bridges that they almost 
scraped on top and sideways as they meandered in wild zigzags 
towards Venezuela to help with the annexation legitimised by a sham 
Venezuelan vote in advance. Chinese ships crossed the sea. My screen 
was covered by posts from Americans and Ukrainians who were 
discussing what to do. 


I complete the rest half awake, in the twilight between dreaming 
and being awake: I am of the opinion that Russia has already lost with- 
out realising it, I feel as if I have been transported back to the First 
World War, when the Germans collapsed in 1918 despite considerable 
territorial gains because they had burnt too many soldiers in the pro- 
cess. They almost got to Paris and won because France would have 
fallen, which would have opened the French harbours and broken the 
British naval blockade. The breakthrough was prevented by the US 
troops who had already arrived in a skirmish just outside Paris. If only 
they had not intervened, the world would have been spared a major ca- 
tastrophe. But that's the way it is in ‘a war to end all wars’: predictably, 
it has the opposite effect, triggering wars in the future that are worse 
than anything before. The propaganda was as skewed as that of the 
‘denazification of Ukraine’. 


Metropolis Berlin, Christmas markets: Although I had swapped 
my cork hat for a black cap today, as is a common sight, slept better 
and was in a confident mood again, yesterday's streak roughly conti- 
nued. I had changed my clothes again, followed the advice of my now 
four flirting teachers, walked straight, relaxed and smiled. But even 
that is not my right; while attractive, muscular, confident young winner 
types with smiles like that are regarded as irresistible by girls and 
fertile women, girls tend to scowl at me and then giggle in their group 
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as soon as they are a few steps away. The flirting teachers' view is 
subjectively justified because it worked for them and they were able to 
work their way up through years of effort, which was only possible 
because girls responded well to them. But local girls in particular 
almost never respond well to me, so I can't learn it, I'm constantly 
being pulled down, and even if I had learnt it, with my looks and age I 
would still almost never get a response that could develop into a 
flirtatious conversation. 


On the way here, I came to sit opposite a girl with dark hair that 
she had dyed reddish. All right, I walked until I found such an 
opportunity. Almost black hair grew back on her scalp. She was 
reading a thick tome. 

-““What nice stuff are you reading?” 

She pulled out an earpiece so she could hear me. I had to repeat. 

-“Tt's a thriller.” 

-“You still have some suspense ahead of you. You're almost at the 
beginning.” 

-“T've only just started reading.” 

Immediately after she said this, she put her earphones back in so 
that I didn't have the opportunity to start a conversation. I experience 
this all the time now, even worse than a few years ago when I had 
many real and sometimes interesting conversations that just didn't get 
anywhere. 

-“You seem to like red hair,” I tried a second time. 

Again she pulled out an earpiece; I repeated, but got no response 
other than the wordless plugging in of her earpiece. Hopeless. Even 
when I receive polite replies, any attempt to open a conversation dies. 
In the years of learning to pick up, it's gotten worse instead of better. 


I've forgotten a few attempts after the train got stuck travelling 
home again. I also missed out on my ideas to keep conversations light 
and interesting. They don't even talk to me, and if they do, then not 
properly. I don't even get the chance to shine in conversations. Biased 
society doesn't understand that. It contradicts the business model of 
flirting instructors who charge at least €3,000 to €4,000 and then only 
spend a very short time with their clients, leaving them to practise on 
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their own. Their promise that anyone can be successful is like the 
adverts on TV that pull money out of your pocket. Yet most don't 
succeed because girls block every man-to-woman conversation from 
the start. They are forgotten and accused of not having practised 
enough, even if they were more active than the flirting teacher himself. 
The successful cases are interviewed or presented in YouTube videos. 
The rest of society is plastered with skewed, spiteful perceptions, 
hatred of incels, heterosexual male losers. This society is the worst hell 
in human history for indigenous male losers. There has never been a 
society that has been so lost, indoctrinated, unjust and stubborn in 
basic questions of life, not even in the Middle Ages. 

I smile, as some flirting teachers have demanded in order to pre- 
pare for a conversation. She's gone, after a rather quizzical look. 


-“Your ... looks chic.” 

Either she passes by now, as if I'm invisible, or the usual so far: 

-“Thank you”, her eyes on her phone or anywhere else but me. 

-“Are you doing...?” and she's gone without an answer, or an 
evasion. 


-‘Your pink bag matches your shoes.’ (bag from Aldi) In this case 
I just thought it, but didn't try because it was pointless. This is a pattern 
for the processes I experienced today and yesterday. Anyone who 
hasn't been in my body, walked in my shoes, experienced it for them- 
selves, probably doesn't believe me. But it's impossible, completely 
impossible, when women put you on icy ignore from the very first 
moment. You may be a poet who can speak with the tongues of angels, 
but you will never get a chance to develop and show your talent 
because you bounce off the first moment as if you had run into a 
reinforced concrete wall. 


My assertiveness is diminishing daily; only men who are like a 
machine drill, a wrecking ball, have any chance of breaking through 
the armour that girls surround themselves with. Or they are treated 
completely differently. 
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My attempts to “read” girls or to read something into them in 
order to trigger a reaction, and if this is a denial of the assumption — all 
methods that have been demonstrated and recommended to me by 
flirting teachers for years — stubbornly fail because of the absolute 
blockade of a total wall that my books already described in the 1980s 
and is confirmed by the pick-up theory for the inexperienced. I was 
mobbed by publishers of both sexes for the books. Losers who want to 
speak out are suppressed with hatred and contempt. 


-“Have you just been looking for Christmas presents, too?” 
Silence 


-““A day without rain. What...?” 
Hush 


-““Hey ! 99 
Stillness, no reaction, walked away. 


I can't take any more. To hell with the clueless people who insinu- 
ate that it's my own fault, that I'm just doing it wrong. Let them try it 
themselves in my body. For me, these were not cosy Christmas mar- 
kets where you can enjoy your life and have a good time, but hell on 
earth. Hidden between all the twinkling Christmas lights is the cold of 
the grave, as frosty and dark as the distant Pluto, which has been 
downgraded to a minor planet even though it has moons. 


What's more, my nose runs when it's cold, so I had to keep pulling 
out my handkerchief, which girls saw, making me even more of a 
mess. I fled from Christmas hell to Alex, the favourite haunt of the 
pick-up operators. As quickly as most of the girls here who are 
unaccompanied walk, it must really take professional tricks to stop 
them and engage them in conversation. I don't have any. Two blonde, 
pretty girls in elegant clothes walked up to the relevant world clock, of 
all places, where notorious flirting players meet every week. 

-““What time is it?” one of them asked her friend. 

-“You have a free choice here. You can have any time in the world 
at the same time. Look, there's a world clock.” 
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They both looked and laughed. 

-“Oh, a world clock!” 

-“Pick a time you like.” 

They laughed. 

-“There's Tokyo.” 

It could have been Wellington or something else. I've forgotten 
the city and just named one. 

-““Where are you from?’ 

-“From England.” 

-““Well, then you didn't have jet lag on your journey!” 

-‘“We only have an hour's difference.” 

-“T don't mind a few hours, but I once had eleven hours in Austra- 
lia and New Zealand. Day and night were reversed. I was awake at 
night and tired to go to sleep during the day.” 

-““Yes, we were in Australia too.” 

-““We have something in common there! You must like travelling.” 

-“We'd like to do a lot more travelling if only we had enough mo- 
ney. And you?” 

-“T travel a lot, preferably in winter.” 

-“Where are you from? Are you from Berlin?” 

-“T live here now. I was born on the North Sea. That's not that far 
from you. We had a ferry across to England, but now most people 
drive through the tunnel.” 

She looked at something on her phone. 

-“Do you know where the tube station is?” 

-““Yes, over there. Are you here on holiday or are you studying?” 

-““We're here for Christmas, our first time in Berlin.” 

-“How do you like it?” 

-““We think it's wonderful.” 

-“You're here at the right time. What are you up to? Are you 
taking a stroll around the Christmas markets?” 

-“Yes, we've just been looking at some.” 

-““Are you going to the next one now? I was just about to take the 
underground to another one. Are you coming with me?” 

-“We're going home now, on the U6.” 

She turned round. There was a blue and white underground sign 
nearby. 
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-“Oh, that's also the underground,” she said. They both went, I 
went with them. Before they went down the stairs, I quickly tried to get 
her phone number. It would be a shame if the two nice and pretty girls 
just disappeared. 

-““We should go to the other flea market tomorrow and have some 
tea or wine, we call it mulled wine.” 

-““We've already been there,” was the first defensive reply. 

-“Then another one. Do you have WhatsApp?” 

They were already a few steps below me, I was at the top. It was a 
delicate moment: data exchange or no meetup. 

-“No, we don't have WhatsApp.” 

So I hadn't been convinced enough. 

-“TInsta?” 

-“Yes, I have Insta,” said one of them. -“My phone is dead. It's 
not working for me,” blocked the other. 

-“T don't have a connection either,” told the first one, “You have to 
type in your Insta as a text.” 

So I did and never expect to hear from them again. My impression 
is one of politeness with reservations. But at least one tiny mincing 
step better. 

I typed in my Instagram name, with @ (nicknamed ‘spider mon- 
key’). 

-“You don't need it. The text is enough.” 

-‘“Write me a message on Insta; we'll have a Gliihwein or tea to- 
morrow.” 


As expected, no message arrived. The conversation flowed easily, 
as if by itself. I had started with a daft remark that she could choose a 
time, that it was a world clock. Most girls, especially local ones, would 
have looked at me askance or even mockingly because I had no chance 
with them. No art in the world can turn around the situation of a male 
loser. Assigning blame is an infamous excuse of a society that is hostile 
to men and makes losers. You must not be perceived as a loser. But if 
girls don't block you, if they look friendly right away, react nicely, then 
no contortions need to be performed at all, it goes easily by itself, is 
fun, feels pleasant. But before and after that there was a series of ice- 
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cold blockades, where no trick in the world helps against a dungeon of 
reinforced concrete that locks you in and won't let you escape. 


Of course, it's easy and simple for flirtatious people, fun because 
they are treated nicely from the first moment, or at least treated well 
enough to be given a chance to dispel initial doubts and reservations. A 
male, native loser like me, however, is immediately so totally blocked 
and thus stalled that it's pointless, no ingenious idea could turn her 
spiteful view of me into a nice one. She has decided in advance that 
she doesn't want to deal with me, and every attempt only makes my 
situation worse. 


They responded half-heartedly to my suggestion of doing some- 
thing tomorrow. 

-“Oh, the U6 doesn't run here! We'll have to find another station.” 

Then she pointed downstairs. Before I could offer to help them 
find the station, the one talking to me pointed downstairs: 

“That's where your U2 goes.” 

Stupidly, I had named my underground line, saw no reason or 
didn't have the confidence to point them to the U6, which presumably 
didn't run from Alexanderplatz. So I went down while they walked 
back up. 


-“You look like ...” 

She walked away without responding. I was back to my everyday 
life. One with long blonde corkscrew curls, which seem to be all the 
rage at the moment, caught my eye. I tried to catch up with her without 
attracting attention. It was difficult in the crowds in front of the stalls 
selling food, Christmas items and junk and against the flow of onco- 
ming families and groups. I need to keep my distance to be able to ap- 
proach her, otherwise she feels threatened. I have to be at least a little 
in front of her and she has to have seen me so as not to get scared. That 
much I have learnt. After reaching a possible position, I looked briefly. 
She saw my gaze and looked away again, ran on. Messed up. Then she 
pulled out her phone and swiped around. I wanted to say something, 
but she was too focussed and then went back. I turned and followed at 
a leisurely distance, hoping to find a better opportunity. But she joined 
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a group standing between stands in the background, probably her 
family, and hugged an older man in greeting. I trudged off. No point. 


In front of me, the next girl with bright corkscrew curls. Is it the 
same girl? Did she break away from the group so quickly after her 
hug? Rather not. Then another one? Probably. I could see little diffe- 
rence from behind, but I'm a dreamy boy, even if I'm no longer young. 
Telling people who look alike apart is not one of my strengths. Again, I 
tried to get to an approachable distance, and again it went wrong in the 
crowd. Once again, this girl, probably the second one, saw me but 
dodged me before I could say anything. 


Nothing works today. Nothing worked yesterday. I'm stuck in a 
hole, a kind of gully above me, which has been closed and screwed 
shut from above so that I can't lift the lid and get out. I'm stuck in the 
trap of girls blocking me, so drastically that I can't even practise and 
learn how to flirt. 


Like a mirage, a tourist rarely intervenes, reacting normally and 
showing what is possible. Then it's as soft as butter, laughter and 
smiles arise out of nothing, the stream of conversation flows by itself, 
like water in a mountain stream that doesn't need a teacher to train it 
how to flow. But when girls do not react nicely, nor normally, then it is 
miserably tedious, stifling, unpleasant, disgusting, every sentence a 
burden, hurtful, a male loser can think of nothing more to say. Every- 
thing is then repulsive, and I wouldn't take a job for any money in the 
world where I have to talk professionally to girls who block me. But if 
I want to have the basic experiences of life and procreate, I have to put 
up with this hellish harassment and discomfort, which I would strictly 
refuse in professional work. 


A third girl with bright corkscrew curls walked past accompanied 
by two friends. Do they all have the same hairdresser or is that the 
latest trend? The singer from Tennis also had curls, but they weren't 
hanging down, instead they were standing on end, almost like the Afro 
look of the 1970s, only blonde. After a girl told me she was listening to 
Tennis, I looked up what it was on YouTube. At least the songstress 
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seemed more feminine than the left-wing scene with millions of 
genders that dominates Berlin, but I've always disliked such corny dro- 
ning. 

These are not the halfway natural, innocent voices of some good 
chansons from the 1960s, which do me good, radiating a sensitivity 
and natural femininity with their voice that no longer exists today. In 
addition, these good chansons have classically played accompanying 
melodies that flow a little like the double bass of the Baroque, 
therefore musically going back to less problematic times, to poignant 
classical Baroque opera voices. The verses I prefer also have deep 
soulful roots, as does the music, and thirdly, the girls' voices, against 
which pop voices are annoying, self-centred bickering, but still better 
than the rock-punky, aggressive, rough or masculinised female voices 
of louder genres of today's subculture, which have become the general 
norm. 


Now I wanted to leave the Christmas market in the old brewery. 
But two elegant young women in white stepped out of the gate. 

-“You're both dressed in white, you look like Snow White in a 
fairy tale.” 

-““We speak very little German.” 

-“English?” 

I repeated in translation. 

-“Thank you.” 

So far so good. They didn't hurry, they stopped slowly or even 
briefly, they moved in a feminine way. They weren't a sex-swapped 
Woyzeck, now ploughing around in the guise of German girls like a 
knife that men could cut themselves on. 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“2?ain?” 

At first I didn't understand, guessed the wrong ‘train’. She saw 
my questioning look and repeated. 

-“Ukraine” 

-“Your white is also more Christmassy than the rain here.” 

-““Yes, we were expecting more frost and snow.” 

-“Tt would be nice if it snowed a bit. At least there's no storm 
today. Yesterday it blew hats and caps off our heads.” 
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Somehow that petered out. I also don't know how to proceed, 
must, may, and all three together. Many of the newer flirting teachers 
say that I should just be natural, let out what I think and feel, and then 
it will work out. But it won't. I'm natural, I let out more than I used to, 
but it's not going anywhere. Maybe I should have flirted directly, but 
they say that too many compliments are damaging and devalue a man 
into an annoying beggar. Oh, I just don't know what could work for 
me. I don't know if anything could work for me. 

The two of them kept walking. I don't see any way to draw them 
into a conversation with a clear expression of interest, as recommended 
by teachers. Girls do like to flirt, but not with everyone, and I can't ply 
a smooth, nice approach because I've already been sorted out in advan- 
ce and am classed as annoying at best. In my current experience, this is 
even worse with Western and especially German girls than elsewhere. 


Back at Alex, I took a long walk through several Christmas mar- 
kets, which turned into running the gauntlet. Girls walked away like 
Woyzeck, or rather I was the Woyzeck and they were running knives. I 
finally gave up, I'd had enough defeats to endure. 


Two furred girls or young women stood behind a Christmas mar- 
ket; ten metres between them. They didn't belong together. They were 
in love with their phones, addicted to the same vice: Ding-a-ling- 
buzzz! Once again, I pulled myself out of my self-abandonment, my 
inaction, my ‘It-all-makes-no-sense-for-me’. 

-“Your scarf is in fancy colours,” I bravely said to the girl, whose 
attention was focused entirely on the digital flatbread in her hand. 

-“Thank you” 

-“Your blue fingernails also match the blue colour of your scarf.” 

She stared at her disc, her finger running over it. I was flounde- 
ring; I couldn't think of anything better to say. 

-““Are you going on a Christmas market saunter?” 

-“No, I have plans with friends.” 

-““That's good. A cosy evening with friends.” 

-“T have to wait now!” she dismissed me as she tapped on the 
glass. I'm already thin, but now vanished into the thin air, stepping off 
the stage of embarrassment to get home as quickly as possible. It's all 
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so pointless. After a hundred metres, I saw figures hurrying towards 
me from the direction in which she had pointed her mobile device. 
Maybe her friends were coming. 


As the former leader of Berlin's pick-up group had shown me and 
I had imitated a few times, I ended up running down to a platform of 
the underground, where a young woman with a huge, bulging rucksack 
was descending the stairs. On the platform, I managed to get next to 
and in front of her so that she could see me. 

-“You look like you're travelling or coming home.” 

-“Neither. I'm visiting my family.” 

-““Ah, a Christmas visit at home! Are you from Berlin?” 

-“Not that, but I have family here too.” 

-““Where do you live?” 

-“Kiel” 

-“Kiel is beautiful. What do you do there, work?” 

-“T'm studying.” 

That sounds much more fluent written down than it was. In fact, 
she remained rather taciturn and kept looking away. It was unpleasant 
for me, a tedious burden, rather a series of attempts to start a conversa- 
tion, which only resulted in curt polite answers. To call the result a 
dialogue would be a misnomer. 

-“T used to work in Kiel. ‘Kiel Week’ was very nice, with lots of 
sailing ships, including cogs from the Middle Ages. There were also 
lots of bands playing.” 

-“That's true.” 

She kept looking away from time to time. It didn't work. I said 
goodbye with the usual: 

-“Have a nice Christmas with your family then” and escaped the 
embarrassing scene in the middle of the public eye. 


23.12.2023 

For girls, I am not an interesting man, or even a man worthy of 
talking to, whose culture and personality they want to and can under- 
stand, like the many millions of foreign men who are favoured in this 
republic that treats us hostilely and inhumanely. They are diverse, 
open, favouring and welcoming to all men of the world except their 
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own, who are spitefully exploited and often excluded to become incels 
or losers. 


«Merry Christmas | When I was shooting Infields for you, you 
had promised to give me some educational uncut mp3s. Unfortunately, 
we were interrupted at Mauerpark when you were about to look at why 
girls don't respond well to me.» 


I want to send this message tomorrow to one of my former flirting 
teachers, who want a lot of money from me, but so far have done no- 
thing, absolutely nothing to change my condition. More than a year 
ago, a girl's absurd slander ended my career as a cameraman for a flir- 
ting coach. She had discovered the camera in the bag I was carrying, 
insinuated that I was a peeping Tom and called the police. As usual in 
this society, it remains unpunished for women to make false accusati- 
ons, whereas falsely suspected men are often punished, in any case suf- 
fer damage to their private lives and reputations, and often lose their 
jobs. We were banned from the premises for several days; proceedings 
were initiated and then discontinued because, after examining the film 
footage, the accusations were obviously absurd. However, this dragged 
on for months, during which we were forced to take a break. After that, 
my former flirting coach was too busy to continue. When he had time 
again, he went out alone with a new phone in his pocket and no longer 
needed a cameraman. This one slander and false report to the police by 
a girl destroyed my chance to learn from an experienced flirting coach 
how to make a breakthrough. My career as a cameraman was over. 


When we innocently received the first expulsion and police 
contact of my life, he was about to swap roles, record my attempts to 
find the causes of my lack of success and fix them. Since then, I 
haven't seen any progress, but rather a drastic regression. Never before 
in all my attempts to learn to pick up have I been so icy and systemati- 
cally stifled in advance, before even the beginnings of a conversation 
could take place. Since nothing has improved for me — the successful 
flirting teacher has been walking around in the same jacket for seven 
years on his YouTube infields — I suspect that something is not quite 
right. 
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What could be the cause? Has my inner state changed drastically 
from one day to the next without me realising? It's hard to believe. Is 
something going on? A campaign, film, something that makes girls 
sceptical and hostile, either towards men, older men or me in particu- 
lar? Has there been slander behind my back, like when I was a student 
and there were nasty rumours about me in the left-wing and feminist 
scene? But that was a small town where people knew each other, 
whereas Berlin is a metropolis. It seems unbelievable that so many 
girls suddenly know such a rumour and react collectively dismissively 
or even contemptuously. In other words: I am at a loss, have no idea 
where to start looking for possible causes. My appearance is unchan- 
ged. I've just been to the hairdresser and make sure I keep my posture 
straight. My voice has become more confident. Am I too quiet again 
like before? Is my voice not deep enough? That wasn't a problem on 
holiday two months ago. Is the mood towards local men tipping even 
lower right now? 


As if in mockery, all the squares are full of ‘she lighter, he darker’ 
couples. 


I don't know what it means. I am at a loss. The world is hell on 
earth. This society is the worst it has ever been; never before have 
basic questions of life been so misinterpreted. 


The Berlin LAIR pick-up group today consisted of young men, 
seemingly from Central Europe, mostly with little experience. One of 
them said he had been there for two months. I've been trying for 6 
years; I've been talking to girls for almost 50 years, but it's never 
worked. Not once have I enticed a girl through conversation or flirting! 
The experienced and successful leader is, like most of them, of foreign 
origin. 


When I asked the others what I should change, I heard the latest 
fashionable phrases. A few years ago, RSD, technique and tricks domi- 
nated; I was criticised for not knowing the techniques. Today I was 
told: “It's OK, high voice, crooked posture, it's not that bad, just be 
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authentically yourself. That's what matters.” What a load of rubbish! 
All my life I've been authentic, myself, I've never pretended, but it 
hasn't helped at all. 


First, the leader instructed us to “release” for a few minutes, 
which meant self-influencing or esoteric-style autosuggestion: we were 
to forget all bad experiences, free ourselves from obstacles, whereby 
the group behaved like a meditation class, some with their eyes closed. 
Then he disappeared and left us beginners to practise without supervi- 
sion. The best of us, relaxed and self-confident, immediately rushed to- 
wards a girl. Afterwards he recalled having said: 

-“Only briefly. Stay for a moment.” 

-“No time” 

-“T just wanted to tell you that I find you interesting.” 

-“No time” 

-“But I still think it's good that I told you.” 

-“No time” 

No guarantee of literal accuracy; I did not hear it, but note it down 
according to his report. 


The second time he came across a girl he later thought was too 
young. He says he got in with: 

-“You, stay for a moment. I want to tell you something.” 

She did indeed stop; her lips were painted red and I was surprised 
that she was talking to him. 

“Tt seems you're not from Berlin?” 

-““Yes, I was born here.” 

-“T wouldn't have thought so, maybe Latin America.” 

He didn't tell us anything else. The conversation lasted a surpri- 
singly long time considering the circumstances. She would have 
walked away from me much faster, even though I offer more content. 


I went up to one who was walking past. -““Nice coat.” 
She didn't stop, nor did she at least slow her pace; she just glanced 
quickly to the side where I was standing and hurried away. 
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Not far from the world clock, a girl briefly stopped in front of me, 
pulled her lips into a smile that looked strangely artificial, like a smiley 
face, with both corners of her mouth turned upwards; her mouth almost 
became a semi-circle. I'd never seen anything like it. 

-“Hey! You have a nice smile,” I quickly complimented her, 
which immediately made me look embarrassed, because she “turned 
round on the spot and eloped. She had belied my praise, because there 
was nothing nice about her bent smiley lips. 


Just before the group arrived, I briefly had a real conversation, 
which admittedly got stuck in social chatter. 

-“Your scarf matches the colour of your shoes.” 

-“Yes, that's right.” 

-“You look like you're shopping for Christmas presents.” 

-“T got something at the last minute. It's all in the box.” 

-“That's a good idea. You've got the presents in a box.” 

-“That's practical and saves paper.” 

-“Two fools, one thought. I'm also picking out Christmas presents 
right now.” 

However, I didn't dare to show any interest or sexualise now, for 
example by addressing her as a possible Christmas present. Instead, I 
continued: 

-““Where are you from?” 

-““Berlin” 

-“That is extremely rare. Then you're a protected species.” 

She seemed amused. 

-““And you?” 

-“T moved here for work.” 

At first, I tried to make personal contact and added: 

“T'm Jo. What's your name?” 

-““Hanni” 

-“Ts that an abbreviation?” 

“Yes” 

-““We have something in common.” 

-““From Hanna.” 

The conversation threatened to peter out. I tried to be a little more 
original. 
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-“With an ‘h’ at the end?” 

-“No” 

-“Pity, otherwise it would be a palindrome. If I'd be in la-la land 
and spoke backwards, you'd still be able to understand your name.” 

She smirked and looked, but said nothing. I continued: 

“What do you do when you're not walking through pre-Christmas 
sleet?’ 

-“T study.” 

-““Yes, what?” 

-“Film criticism” 

-“They're the real lazy ones: let others toil and make films; you 
criticise them in comfort.” 

-“Something like that” 

-“T have to watch out for you, otherwise you'll criticise me and 
say I'm probably in the wrong film.” 

-“T feel like that sometimes.” 

-““Where am I here? What kind of crazy time am I in? I must be in 
the wrong film and the wrong era.” 

-“That's the way the world is. And what do you do when you're 
not walking through sleet?” she echoed my earlier line. 

-““Oh, sometimes I'm the nerd who gets lost in abstract functional 
spaces. Or I build a world out of zeros and ones when I'm program- 
ming. But now I'm about to turn my hobby into a profession. Guess 
what I could do.” 

-“Theatre actor?” 

-“Do I seem so theatrical to you?” 

-“Not that. But you seem artistic with your looks.” 

-““Well done, warm. You still have one more guess.” 

~““Wizard?” 

-“That would be nice, unfortunately I can't do magic. Can you do 
magic?” 

-““Me neither.” 

-“That's a good thing, otherwise you'd turn the prince into a frog.” 

-“Do you feel like a prince?” 

-““Who knows. Otherwise you'd have a rough consumption of 
princes who would all hop away as frogs.” 

-“They'd get run over on the road.” 
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-“That's not good. Better do it in a village. So what do I do?” 

-“T don't know.” 

-“T write books.” 

-“Tt's a bit like film, just a different medium.” 

-“Both have to do with creative flow.” 

-“How many books have you written?” 

-““A few. I write from the flow of ideas, not according to a plan. I 
start with a sentence, then a second one comes to me and so on. In the 
end, I surprise myself.” 

-“We have something like that at university too. It's spontaneous 
acting, where the actors speak whatever comes to mind.” 

-“Publishers often want to dictate what we should write. ‘Don't 
write the book first! Present a synopsis of what should be in each chap- 
ter. We'll then check that.’ One publisher wanted to tell me chapter by 
chapter what the content should be, and in some cases also contractual- 
ly stipulate what I should advocate. I rejected it.” 

-“There is a lot of talk today that there is no censorship. That's 
actually untrue. If it doesn't fit, it's not discussed.” 

-“Today's censorship is more sophisticated. Books used to be pub- 
lished. It was rare for one to be banned afterwards.” 

-“Today it's not even written.” 

I was surprised by her answer. That's what I had wanted to say. 
Nevertheless, it is to be feared that anyone who studies today is on the 
left and thinks that the radical left and feminist republic is not yet ex- 
treme enough. But, of course, I didn't dwell on such thoughts, but tried 
to win her over. We had a lot in common, and she was pretty too. 

-“Exactly, and even if it should be written in exceptional cases, it 
has no chance of becoming a book or remains unpublished and 
unknown.” 

-“Tt's similar with film. There are so many committees that select 
films. If you don't like something, it doesn't stand a chance.” 

-“Films also cost a lot, for actors, filming and so on. If it's not 
approved, it doesn't get funding. Authors experience the same thing.” 

In between, I said: 

“Yesterday I was travelling without an umbrella. The weathercock 
on the Internet had said: ‘No rain tonight in Berlin.’ Then it splashed 
and I got wet. I might have asked someone: ‘Do you know where I can 
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find the weathercock? I want to pull [stretch] his ears! I left my um- 
brella at home because of him!’” 

-“T lose my umbrella easily on the way.” 

-“That happened to me too. I worked at Deutsche Bank and was 
given a huge, sturdy couple umbrella. I soon forgot it in the luggage 
rack of an ICE train.” 

Maybe I didn't look her in the eye often enough. We walked side 
by side along her path. 

-“Where are you going?” she asked me. 

-“Oh, there's another Christmas market up ahead where they're 
showing a film.” 

-“T know that one, it's cosy,” she said. 

In the meantime, we had already walked past this market. A 
staircase led down to a street below us; she turned towards it. 

-“T have to go down here now.” 

Since I had told her about the Christmas market behind us, I didn't 
see any way to accompany her unobtrusively as she was obviously 
taking her leave. She pulled the glove off her right hand for a hand- 
shake. 

-“Tt was nice to meet you.” 

-““Yes, it was very nice. We should deepen our conversation over a 
drink soon. You have a choice: mulled wine or tea?” 

She stepped back a little, looking defensive. 

-“If we happen to bump into each other.” 

It's a common girl's way of getting rid of you. 

-“Do you have WhatsApp?” 

-“T do, but I'd rather not. Good luck with your book.” 


Well, it was like 50 years ago: If there are any good conversations 
at all, they NEVER turn into anything. Never. 


Should I have begged and pleaded? Unworthy, that no longer 
works! ‘I won't be able to sleep tonight because I'm thinking about you 
and you've rejected me’? No, that's probably not possible. Men can 
only play something like that jokingly and strongly if it's not meant 
seriously. If you need it, you can't. If you don't need it, you can. The 
world is upside down. 
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Manoeuvre critique: If it's possible, I bring about good conversati- 
ons and thoughts in terms of content, but girls don't thaw out, open up 
to me and show their feelings or laugh amusedly, nor do they crackle 
sexually. I don't have the bite to crack their walls like a nutshell, and if 
I tried, it would be perceived as intrusive and annoying. Masters are 
allowed to, I'm not. 


Outlook for the next chapter “The four perversions” 


The stronger the empathy disorder towards domestic men, the more 
they are perceived and rejected as losers, which triggers and reinforces 
an evolutionary empathy disorder. I deduced this evolutionary mecha- 
nism from new findings in evolutionary biology in the book “The Op- 
pression of Men”. 


“Genes are filtered through the male sex” is a principle of modern 
biology. It means that losers should not and must not reproduce. This is 
why men perceived as losers by women are badly categorised and any 
complaints about their treatment as men, especially their exclusion 
from sex and reproduction, are resented and not taken seriously. This is 
also a biological basis of incel hatred. As feminism reduces the esteem 
and status of men, the number of those perceived by women as losers 
increases, causing severe empathy deprivation that further diminishes 
their perception by women and thus their esteem and status. This 
creates a constantly accelerating vicious circle. Once the damage has 
been done to human nature, it is irreparable. 
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Christmas thoughts: The four perversions 
24.12.2023 


Sad Christmas. All flirting instructors taught from experience that it 
almost doesn't matter what a man says, which can be rubbish, but 
rather non-verbal impressions and signals, especially sexual ones and a 
strong male frame, which must be maintained. The man must not be 
swayed and must not fall out of his frame under any circumstances. 
Most men are far too logical and therefore find it difficult. This is 
exponentially more true for me than for others. 


THLEFON 


Frauen klarmachen mit WahIscheibentelefon und Gameboy - Klappt das?! @lratschTV Reaction 
wy isle ada QQ Abonniert v @2 FD AD Teilen 

«Attracting women with a dial telephone and Gameboy — does it 
work?» (@IratschTV) 


Flirting teacher Hendrik shows on YouTube in the video “Getting 
women with a dial telephone and Gameboy — Does it work? 
@lIratschTV Reaction”, how to deal with girls, which in turn reveals 
how not to. Another Youtuber approaches girls, individually and in 
groups, in the pedestrian zone with completely outdated technology 
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that is no longer used today, such as a giant dial telephone with a cord, 
a video cassette or a ‘Gameboy’ toy that was widely used decades ago. 


With a firm, confident and deep voice, he draws the girls ‘into his 
frame’. Although it is absurd to operate an unconnected dial telephone 
with the end of the cable cut off, they play along. 


> pil 109/150 


Frauen klarmachen mit Wahlscheibentelefon und Gameboy - Klappt das?! @lratschTV Reaction 


¥ Hendrik Mati CX Abonniert v @2 Ff AD Teilen 


A sensible, rational conversation like the female student's with me 
remains fruitless because it cannot make the buried female feelings 
break through. Since I was oppressed and bullied as a child and there- 
fore too weak to break through the masculinised shell of girls caused 
by feminist emancipation, I was always rejected. The whole feminist 
clap-trap of ideology with which society, but especially young girls 
and people, are flooded, the pseudo-scientific phrases that emerged 
with early feminist waves, then became more and more blatant and 
radical, adopted by society and thus turned into the new ‘normality’, 
actually have no rational meaning, but serve to suppress natural female 
feelings and deter any male attempt to break through these suppressed 
female feelings again. 

This is also the reason why they hate pick-up artists, because they 
have learnt to break through the masculinised feminist-emancipatory 
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protective shield with their flirting game in order to trigger the female 
instincts hungrily waiting underneath. Girls want decisive men with a 
strong character and scornfully reject sissies and men manipulated by 
feminism and women. Feminist consciousness hates men for being 
strong enough and capable of letting their real, deep-seated, hidden and 
buried desires break through for them. Feminism and emancipation 
have brought about a love-hate relationship, as can be seen in books 
that are very popular and widely read by women, such as “Fifty shades 
of grey” and “My secret garden”, which were written neither by men 
nor for men, but by women for women. 


It may be arbitrary nonsense like a dialling telephone with a cut 
cord in our time or a VHS video cassette for which there is no longer a 
player. Not only does he manage to get sceptical and laughing girls 
who are strangers to him to join in, but after a short fun conversation 
he also gets them to enter their number and arrange a date to watch the 
video cassette (presumably with him). 

-“You're so sweet,” says one of the girls, because the man mana- 
ges to draw her into his masculine world with his direct eye contact, 
his certainty, which is unperturbed by the absurdity of the situation. 
This is exactly what feminists want to prevent. Their love-hate relati- 
onship can only break through as feminist hatred of men, which cha- 
racterises our society, never as natural female love for men. 


The masculinisation of girls through the assumption of male tasks 
and roles has massively spread and embedded this social and psycholo- 
gical perversion, especially at universities. This is why universities to- 
day are radical feminist and instead of producing science, they produce 
radical feminist phrases in which even the terms used are outrageous 
feminist nonsense based on false assumptions. These masculinised 
girls, lured mentally, socially and also sexually into a perversion and 
love-hate relationship by feminist ideology, rejected me for 50 years, 
even though I was the embodiment of sensitive, classically educated, 
albeit somewhat introverted and shy, well-educated masculinity. That 
was the real reason why I didn't find any girls, why they didn't have 
any feelings for me: Their feelings of sympathy, respect and love for 
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men were suppressed in them, bent and perverted into a love-hate rela- 
tionship. 


So they threw themselves around the necks of millions of strange 
men who were less bent by feminism and repressed what such perver- 
ted love-hate liked. They did everything that harms us, represses us, 
plunges us into misfortune, cheats us out of our lives, wipes us out 
hereditarily because we die out without autochthonous descendants. 


1.) Social perversion took from men out of envy the social tasks, 
roles and status that men need to be respected by women and to find a 
place in society. Social perversion deprived men of everything that was 
a male task and duty and is needed by women, so that an exchange bet- 
ween men and women arose, who in every natural culture worldwide 
at all times of human existence before feminism also took on female 
tasks and contributed to the exchange between the sex groups. This 
created solidarity, respect for capable men and women, boys and girls. 
When it ceased, men and women became alienated, their previously 
well-matched characteristics became mutually disruptive, instead of 
respect, compassion and love, it led to mistrust, conflict and even 
sometimes subliminal, sometimes open hatred of men (towards white 
heterosexuals). This first perversion created a vicious circle: the more 
contempt caused men to fall, the more the causal contempt grew. 


2.) Out of envy, a mental perversion deprived men of the quali- 
ties, masculine behaviour and assertiveness that men need to trigger 
female desire and willingness to love. Such mental perversion twisted 
feelings into hate-love, so that everything that girls and women actual- 
ly desired and loved was politically attacked as supposedly “patriarchal 
oppression’, as ‘outdated ideas’, ‘role clichés’ and whatever else 
sprang from the inexhaustible flood of phrases. This is how they be- 
came mentally cruel to the boys and men of their own people, whom 
they broke and destroyed, denigrated, antagonised, rejected them over- 
ly selectively when they tried to flirt and thus broke them. Another se- 
xual vicious circle emerged. (“Perversion of soul’’) 

Feminist cynics celebrated this as ‘female choice’, which would 
be a natural female birthright and basic right, but there was no such 
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basic male right and no suchmale choice, ideas they labelled ‘evil 
oppression of women’ or ‘FINTA*’, as there was no right to sex, love 
or procreation for men since women were involved. Although men are 
involved or have to pay for everything, only women or ‘FINTA*’ have 
such rights to sex, love or procreation; these are indignantly and 
vehemently enforced in the usual radical feminist double standard. To 
deny the one-sided, female-only rights would be evil, ‘misogynistic 
oppression of women’. 

In such a jumble of ideology, which is strongly permeated by per- 
verted feelings, blatant logical contradictions are no longer even no- 
ticeable. Why should women (FINTA*) have a right to procreate but 
not men? Why do FINTA* women have a right to sex and love, but not 
men? Why is it ‘misogynistic’ to give men rights that women have? 
Why is it ‘misogynistic’ not to give women rights that men don't have? 
Their infantile “I want” “We women/FINTA* want” at the same time 
as “You mustn't, no way!” is as old as feminism itself, as it never 
brought about equality, but always increased inequality since human 
nature was completely misunderstood and twisted, turned upside 
down. Cady Stanton (1900) and Grete Meisel-He8 (1908) already ad- 
vocated one-sided female breeding selection in men, which meant the 
exclusion of many men, and interpreted sexual selection as a female 
birthright me don't have. 


This mental perversion completely ignored male suffering, just 
like the suffering of the victims of right-wing or left-wing dictator- 
ships. The mental perversion made them unjust, mentally cruel, exclu- 
ded their own tribes' and peoples' men and boys, harassed and broke 
them inwardly, whom they were born to love, in order to waste their 
solidarity, helpfulness and feelings on unsuitable ideological groups, 
the so-called ‘minorities’: 


3.) Sexual perversion fought against everything natural and fertile 
in love-hate relationship. All infertile tendencies, in fact aberrations, 
have been massively encouraged under the guise of ‘tolerance’, have 
gone from being extremely rare to a large proportion of young genera- 
tions, perhaps soon to form a broad majority. This is not only incredib- 
ly cruel to suffering normal indigenous men, promotes problems and 
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suffering associated with the distortion of human nature, but also cau- 
ses the culture's peoples of the culture to die out rapidly, through child- 
lessness as well as through displacement interbreeding, which already 
caused the Neanderthals to die out. The Y chromosome of the Nean- 
derthal has completely disappeared. Only small remnants of the female 
line have apparently survived in our genome. Anyone who even menti- 
oned the existence and suffering of male losers was intolerantly sup- 
pressed and hated by the proponents of tolerance falsely attributed to 
themselves. 


4.) The fourth perversion that emerged with the destruction of na- 
tural cultural roles through feminist emancipation and became a 
cultural-revolutionary, totalitarian power is the suppression of female 
fertility. As usual, the perversion of natural love and femininity has 
been enforced with shrill rage and the verbal karate of the feminist 
sisterhood as “women's liberation” and enshrined in society as the new 
apparent “normality”, protected by a huge mountain of phrases hurled 
at us daily in all the media, so that we never come to our senses, so that 
we can never again break through natural feelings, so that the love-hate 
relationship between feminist white women and white, heterosexual 
men can only break through as a political struggle, as hate, but never 
again as empathic love, as the pick-up comedian demonstrates so im- 
pressively in his YouTube video. 


> Ppl @ 9:06/15:30 


Frauen klarmachen mit WahIscheibentelefon und Gameboy - Klappt das?! @lratschTV Reaction 
The Youtuber sat down with a plastic toy that was whining like an 
infant on a concrete ledge next to two girls. 
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-,Are you hungry?”, he asked the device, which wailed in a 
child's voice. 


DAS IST VOLE SUSS 
> pl @ 908/15:30 eo 8 * @O 


Frauen klarmachen mit Wahlscheibentelefon und Gameboy - Klappt das?! @lratschTV Reaction 


#5 Hendrik Mati QV Abonniert v @2 7 A Teilen 


-“That's so sweet,” the girl next to him replied spontaneously. 

-“T'm all the little one has left, you know?” 

-“Oh, poor thing!” slipped out of her mouth with regret, female 
compassion colouring her voice. The complete opposite of the usual 
coldness with which feminist-influenced, selective girls reject men or 
which shapes their cold, masculinised everyday life had come to light. 


OHH DER ARME 


> pl @ = 997/15:30 cob *« @oii 


Frauen klarmachen mit Wahlscheibentelefon und Gameboy - Klappt das?! @lratschTV Reaction 


¢ Hendrik Mati C) Abonniert v @2 7 A Teilen 


5200 Abonnenten 


-“He just said he could imagine you being his new mummy. 
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So he's going to live with you.” 

She laughed, making an arm and hand gesture in front of her 
mouth as if to wipe away any unfamiliar feelings that suddenly arose. 
Then she asked in a pitiful voice: 


< 


t 
e 


‘LLST DU EINE FAMILY/MACHEN? 


> pl ®  1057/15:30 oBe%8% 420 


Frauen klarmachen mit WahIscheibentelefon und Gameboy - Klappt das?! @lIratschTV Reaction 


4 Hendrik Mati Q\ Abonniert v @2 7 A» Teilen 


5200 Abonnenten 

-“Do you want to make a family?” 

All right, let's forget about the denglish instead of ‘Familie’ in the 
German original, a subordinate consequence of a lack of identity and 
backbone. 

-“So he's going to live with you. Hence I'll visit you more often. 
But I can never give him what a mother gives him, you know?” 

-“Oh, poor thing,” she repeated in a voice downright filled with 
compassion, even softer, more intimate and girlish than the previous 
time. 


A natural willingness to help also arises in girls today, but neither 
babies nor the boys and men of their own culture and peoples receive 
it, but instead, in a social and emotional perversion, unauthorised 
groups that would not even exist here under normal circumstances and 
are harmful here, and in an additional sexual perversion, suffering- 
creating sterile sexualities, in the form of lived political and ideological 
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solidarity. In contrast, the natural target of their helpfulness, empathy 
and love, heterosexual male losers of their own tribe and culture, are 
fiercely excluded from this, even antagonised. 


ea Ganesha @ @DerGanesha- 2h: @ 


Was stimmt mit der Schunke nicht ? Ehrlich, ich verurteile sie nicht dafiir, 
keine Kinder zu haben, aber dieses abwerten von Familen und Kindern, ist 
Projektion in ihrer Reinform. 


< (*) lg — ainyschu 
? 


Wie unglaublich peiniich das aussieht a 


WT TBS 


t a y FH 
aL 


Lad 


Dichter1Denker 
@Dichter1Denker 


Wer wie Anabel Schunke Kinder und Familien haBt, als Ersatzobjekt Tiere 
(oder Schlaraffenlandeindringlinge oder unfruchtbare Minderheiten oder 
hysterische Kampfschwestern) verhatschelt & solidarisch bemuttert, ist 


pervers. Diese Perversion beschreibe ich in meinem nachsten Buch. 
Translate post 


11:10 PM - Dec 26, 2023 - 2 Views 

Anabel finds children and families embarrassing and despises 
them. On the right of the picture, she is depicted by herself or others 
via AI with a dachshund in front of the Christmas tree. This shows a 
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widespread phenomenon of coddling pets instead of babies, as is their 
nature, which deep in the soul arouses a strong desire and longing, 
without the fulfilment of which they become deeply unhappy, or of 
wasting their need for love in a politically harmful way by perverting 
their need for motherhood into political solidarity aimed at the most 
inappropriate groups. First among these was the feminist sisterhood, 
which since the end of the 19th century, especially in the period of the 
suffragettes before the First World War, formed a political sect in 
which militant fighters squander their helpfulness and compassion on a 
radical utopia that is in sharp conflict with human nature, indeed, the 
very opposite of human nature and need. 

So instead of mothering and raising infants, as is their nature, 
loving and respecting men who have a harder lot and life than women 
in a cultural exchange of labour and care, they raised a hateful, radical 
and militant utopia that broke human nature as well as the culture of 
their peoples and broke their men. In the process, they developed poli- 
tical hysteria, for which the suffragettes were already notorious and 
which is even more blatant and widespread today. This hysteria, by the 
way, was the main reason why men and normal women were worried 
that if the feminists were successful, this political hysteria could be- 
come established and embedded in society. That was a clairvoyant ar- 
gument; that's exactly what happened. The political hysteria of the suf- 
fragettes became the norm in society. 


Several prominent and radical British suffragettes defected to 
Mosley's fascist party shortly afterwards. One of them set up and led 
the British Fascist women's group; I have quoted from her writings in 
the book “Censored” how she found in the Fascists the same fighting 
spirit, solidarity of militants and contempt for society as she had once 
found in the feminist sisterhood of the suffragettes. It was therefore na- 
tural that after the victory of the suffragettes, when there was nothing 
left to fight for, she switched to the fascists with the same spirit. I have 
also documented other similarities. For example, the self-stylisation of 
the militant sisterhood of the suffragettes was adopted by the fascists 
and is today regarded as the ‘aesthetics of fascism’. This is not slander 
either, but I have quoted from feminist writings. 
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This fourth perversion thus twists mothering instincts, often but 
not always unfulfilled, into a fighting spirit that today is directed 
against white, heterosexual men, especially against incels and losers, 
against family and childbearing — at least by white people, because 
non-white people are even allowed to have many children — and 
against human nature and culture. They cause the greatest possible da- 
mage with this politically perverted mothering, destroying everything 
that makes people happy, men and women, adults and children. They 
destroy human nature, every remnant of natural culture, they destroy 
the balance of the sexes, the basis of loving relationships between the 
sexes, and even the culture's peoples themselves who are afflicted by 
such perversions. They are dying out demographically through mass 
immigration, the demographic bomb of much higher reproduction rates 
of migrants, the rejection of native men in favour of foreigners, the 
spread of infertile sexualities within a few generations. 


Such perversions cause them to cruelly reject, despise and exclu- 
de from the media and literature the best, mentally healthiest, most na- 
tural and talented men and boys of the culture's peoples. Such perversi- 
ons make them always find the most harmful way politically, always 
interpreting and doing everything exactly wrong, elevating the worst 
possible to a political goal, whereby anyone who contradicts them is 
furiously and hysterically attacked, persecuted and excluded, which in- 
cludes the completely ridiculous stigmatisation of those who think and 
live differently as ‘fascists’, although it is they themselves who, with 
their perversion, represent the quintessence and nucleus of real 
fascism. 


Social perversion, which destroys cultural complementarity and 
thus culture, a human universal of our species, is joined by psychologi- 
cal perversion, which breaks down all good, loving feelings between 
both sexes, perverting them into something broken and disturbed. The 
result is problem-ridden, sometimes anarchic relationships. Everything 
that is loving, sensitive and characterised by deep warmth is hated, 
despised and rejected. Coolness, not warmth, is the watchword. An 
aggressive society with aggressive art forms is emerging, in radical 
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contrast to the highly sensitive art forms of natural cultures, which 
were supported by healthy people without perversion. 


On top of this comes the sexual perversion of propagating all con- 
ceivable infertile sexualities, presenting them as a group worthy of pro- 
tection and teaching them even to small children, not only by setting 
them bad examples, but also through ideological pressure to find fa- 
vour in such infertile aberrations. Ultimately follows the perversion of 
twisted mothering harmful endeavours. 


In this respect, the former Catholic doctrine, although for the 
wrong reasons, was not entirely wrong. Traditionally, the argument 
was based on morality, which is practicable but provides no reasonable 
justification because sexual relations in humans are subject to a strong 
taboo and powerful repressive forces. This means that people are 
neither aware of how skewed the sexes are perceived, women are 
favoured, men are disadvantaged, most extremely male losers and 
incels, who are thus excluded from reproduction. Losers and incels are 
also subject to strong biological forces of repression, so that they do 
not succeed in recognising the unconscious signals that betray their 
loser status to women. 

This is why it was once impossible for people, even philosophers 
and sages, to recognise what was going on. They therefore reacted 
morally instead of rationally, arguing with something nebulous like 
morality because they were unable to clearly recognise and name the 
circumstances. This morality, however unreasonable it may be or 
appear, protected society from such harmful perversions. When sexual 
morality collapsed, first in the 1920s and then even more so in the 
1960s, the protective function of morality ceased to exist. In each case, 
disaster took its course. For the purpose of morality was not to prevent 
sexual intercourse, but to tame completely different demonic forces 
that were tearing society apart in the form of politicised perversion, 
then as now. Back then (1920s), in some countries it was fascism, in 
others communism, which was swept up by a mentally, socially and 
sexually perverted society and then attempted to stabilise the situation 
with brutal force. Today, these are ‘woke’ forces where it is not yet 
possible to predict in which direction this catastrophe will tip, or whe- 
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ther the West will simply be overrun by more vital forces or religion, 
which have invaded through mass migration. 


What all these perversions have in common is that they make 
people suffer, make them unhappy. The unhappiness and suffering is 
felt first by those affected, originally early feminists. This suffering 
triggers dissatisfaction with society and anger at the circumstances. 
This is why they fight against healthy, normal culture and society out 
of their self-inflicted dissatisfaction with their self-inflicted suffering. 
Because they are incapable of recognising that they are responsible for 
themselves and have done something wrong. 

Like fanatical missionaries of an end-time sect, they then spread 
their doctrine and impose it on the rest of society full of indignation, 
anger and hysterical obsession. Normal society is relaxed, unable to 
cope with such an onslaught, is overrun and infected by the suffering 
caused by the hysterically spread perversions. Although some mock 
the belligerent spirits, they are unable to counter them with anything 
equally strong. In this way, sufferers, obsessed with the very ideology 
that has made them suffer, spread the cause of their suffering through- 
out society. This describes the triumphal march of all feminist waves, 
and it makes up the perversions that drove them and were taught by 
them to the entire population. 


These perversions also consist of mobilising suffering and unhap- 
piness, capturing those affected with an ideology that spreads precisely 
this suffering and unhappiness. For example, the agitation of a ruling 
traffic light party recently stated that women are often still unhappy. 
This was linked to the complaint that feminist utopias — which contra- 
dict human nature and are unrealisable — are still not fulfilled; they 
falsely claim that their suffering is due to the non-fulfilment of utopias 
that are contrary to nature. In fact, the opposite is true: their utopias 
have plunged women into a deep and sharp conflict with their own 
feminine nature, which is the cause of their suffering. Out of their 
suffering, they constantly exacerbate the reasons of this suffering, hy- 
sterically and obsessively. It is another vicious circle that spins faster 
and faster and is typical of such perversions. 
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They fail to see the much greater suffering of the innocently victi- 
mised — especially white, heterosexual male losers and incels — 
because they are blinded by their ideology that women should be the 
main victims. But in fact, feminist waves are hostile to men, so that 
men are their main victims, on top of which they have always been 
charged with greater male burdens in war and peace; of course, the 
feminist perpetrators also mutilate their own lives, their own psyche 
and soul. However, it would again be perverse to focus on the suffering 
feelings of the perpetrators responsible for this misery and perversion 
instead of the undeserved suffering of their victims (especially male 
losers and incels). Analogue for other constructed victim groups. 


Around 1968, feminists broke with what they labelled with the 
fighting term ‘cliché’: It was a ‘cliché’ that women were feminine, em- 
pathetic and compassionate, which, thanks to ‘women's liberation’ and 
‘emancipation’, was now a thing of the past. Women were no longer 
responsible for sympathizing and men had to see how they could cope 
without on their own. This is what an increasing number of men then 
did as incels, who no longer had a chance with the ‘new women’, who 
considered a total one-sided sexual dictatorship of female choice to be 
a female birthright. For feminists, femininity is the navel of the world, 
any male task and male domain is strictly forbidden, is considered so- 
called ‘female oppression’, whereby they make men ‘superfluous’. 
Anyone who looks behind the phrases always discovers the opposite: 
They do not ‘liberate’ women, but rather push men out of their life, 
society and ever larger areas of existence. This is an abolition of men 
in instalments, a kind of Valerie Solanas agenda under the veil of 
diverse-colourful-inclusive phrases. 

But in fact, it is human nature that there are male and female 
spheres. If women are now promoted into once male spheres and men 
are forbidden to find or found other male spheres, because it is 
considered ‘female oppression’ to have spheres for the male sex as 
well, not just for women, then the male part of humanity simply falls 
out of life and society to a large extent. Women have rights, men have 
duties. Women have rights, men have no such rights. Sexual selection 
is female. That is considered a natural right of women. Men have no 
right in this central question of life, and if they point it out, it's labelled 


vai 


as ‘misogynistic’ ‘female oppression’ etc., so that male suffering must 
not be named or noticed at all. This is how it works in the house of 
cards of feminist phrasology. 


Natural female feelings and instincts were suppressed, or 
perverted into a love-hate relationship that makes them fight boys and 
men of their own people, tribe or ethnic group in mud battles, despise 
them, and increasingly exclude them from compassion, love, sex and 
procreation, in order to either give this to infertile sexualities, which 
they invent and promote until they become the majority and normality, 
or to millions of foreign men from distant countries of incompatible 
culture, who also numerically replace our own boys and men, degrade 
them to supernumerary incels and cuckoos, who also suffer scorn, 
hatred, ridicule, blame and political persecution because they dare to 
name their unjust treatment, which violates the prevailing world view 
of the cultural revolutionaries and is therefore bitterly fought against, 
prevented and suppressed under the pretext of anti-fascism, anti-ra- 
cism, anti-sexism, which is also a distortion into the opposite, because 
all these crooked fighting terms only apply, if at all, to feminists and 
cultural revolutionaries themselves, who use these fighting phrases to 
nip any dissent in the bud. 


This perversion not only destroys the lives of native incels, 
cuckoos, white, heterosexual male losers, but also the lives of girls and 
women who are infected by the ideology, who destroy themselves, 
suppress their natural feelings and instincts and allow them to be bent 
into perversions. 


Only humorously, in a funny prank and joke, a pick-up master is 
able to reawaken these feelings with his good play. And lo and behold, 
suddenly girls are no longer masculinised knives like Woyzeck, on 
which one could cut oneself, but lovable female beings who are 
touched by natural feminine feeling and are therefore touching them- 
selves. This natural feminine feeling then also radiates to the flirt mas- 
ter who has touched the girls deep in their hearts, who are visibly 
moved by the infant voice of the plastic toy and its motherlessness, so 
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that they are ready to flirt with the man too, to give him her number, to 
flirt with him. 

Feminine nature has been buried by mountains as high as the Hi- 
malayas of feminist ideology, which has characterised Western govern- 
ments for decades, by foundations such as Amadeu Antonio, paid for 
with taxpayers' money (of the deceived citizens, men and women 
alike), which ensure that no other intellectual currents can ever emerge 
that deviate from the cultural revolutionary world view. This is why 
men's rights activists, MGTOW and incel are vilified and portrayed as 
dangerous, non-feminist movements in reports by the Bundestag, the 
privatised censorship foundations, the Office for the Protection of the 
Constitution and in pseudo-academic studies. For the public must 
never realise what a cruel injustice it is doing to its own men, who, as 
actual victims of feminist ideology, must never have a voice of their 
own, least of all incel, who suffer most and most urgently from the 
multiple perversion brought about by feminism, and who are also most 
hated, despised and fought against by feminist society. It must never be 
known that women have mutilated their own nature, suppressed their 
instincts and feelings, twisted them into hateful perversions. 


DAS DARF' NICHI-SEIN 
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-,, That must not be,” the girl replied. She also realised that in this 
society it is simply not allowed for her to give free rein to her socially 
suppressed natural female feelings and instincts in a loving way by ac- 
cepting the Tamagotchi as a substitute for an infant, i.e. a motherless 
toddler in the game, and making contact with the man playing a father, 
i.e. responding to his equally amusing and cunning flirtation. A girl is 
not allowed to admit her love for children and her secret desire to have 
children, because this contradicts the feminist goal of filling once male 
duties and tasks with combative women, nor is a girl allowed to 
respond so easily and emotionally to a man's flirtation, which would 
make it too easy for men, giving up the female biological trump card 
of being able to choose brutally among men and make hundreds of 
candidates for the role of prince incel or loser. Although this prohibiti- 
on is not formulated in this way in a legal text, it is all the more firmly 
anchored in unspoken feminist education. Girls ‘know’ that it is not 
possible, that it should not be so easy. She therefore speaks a profound 
truth without realising it herself. 


That what girls and women actually secretly desire very strongly, 
which could grip them deep in their hearts like the infant whining of 
the half-orphaned Tamagotchi, is strongly suppressed on the surface of 
the self-image recognised and permitted in this society, viewed obli- 
quely, just like a taboo that is difficult to put into words, is nowhere 
explicitly stated, but unconsciously shapes them all the more strongly. 
Feminist society has extremely harsh taboos, which of course are not 
natural like the traditional taboos that are constantly broken and 
destroyed by cultural revolutionaries, but are perverse, anti-natural 
taboos that help to suppress human nature, including the female ability 
to love male losers and maternal sympathy, and redirect it towards 
false objects. Such emotional distortions constitute the perversions of 
feminist society. 
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For once, natural feelings and instincts win out in the game, but 
this only benefits a pick-up artist who can hardly save himself from the 
multitude of girls who want to meet and sleep with him because he is 
considered ‘cool’. This term also characterises feminist society, since 
‘cool’ is a man who is not faithful or affectionate, who is not to be 
feared that he will fall in love as soon as he has sex, who does not 
arouse classic feelings that are contrary to a feminist identity. In a nor- 
mal, natural society, a warm-hearted man would be respected and de- 
sired, praised for his warm-heartedness. But in a feminist society, 
where everything is the wrong way round, coolness is seen as the key 
to success with girls. 


So we have a multidimensional field of perversions of human 
nature that have been created, spread and elevated to normality and 
role model status by the feminist, but also left-wing cultural revolution. 
Any remnant of normality is under general suspicion. 


The repressed human instincts, feelings and inclinations, especial- 
ly the repressed natural female instincts, pose a great danger to huma- 
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nity. Not only has repression produced the perversion of hate-love, 
which antagonises what girls and women naturally love, but an aggres- 
sive breakthrough of the repressed instincts threatens at any time. 


Pick-up artists, although they enjoy being winners while a vast 
majority of men become losers despite the flirting doctrine spread with 
good intentions, are still the healthiest and closest forces to the truth in 
comparison, as are men's rights activists. Don't get me wrong, both are 
far from the truth because they haven't grasped how the human univer- 
sal of cultural sex complementation works in a culture as necessary 
and important as language. Moreover, they rarely represent incels and 
losers, do not demand equal participation in sex, love and procreation, 
i.e. sexual suffragism for men, without which no healthy movement 
can form. But they endeavour to address and alleviate many problems, 
even if they remain unaware of important parts of the problems. In 
turn, incels lacks the pick-up knowledge and commitment to men's 
rights. 

However, there were and are other forces that are also working to 
unleash the repressed forces, but not in a good way. In the past, these 
were extremist dictatorships. The screaming of girls, sometimes to the 
point of fainting, at Beatles concerts during Beatlemania looked simi- 
lar to the screaming, in some cases to the point of fainting, at speeches 
by the dictator Hitler, or by communist dictators. In this case, it is not a 
lover who, when flirting, exposes instinct for its natural purpose, 
namely sex, love and procreation, not a sensual seduction artist who 
uses the pick-up technique to expose buried feelings in a normal way, 
but a demagogue obsessed with ideology, who uses those instincts in a 
bent form for the perversion of hateful ideologies — whether feminist or 
political — with an occasionally artificial, theatrical revolt tone — 
whether from the left or the right. 

The Nazis were also an attempt — albeit a perverted one — to 
return to a buried normality. In fact, another hate perversion similar to 
feminism emerged, to which a number of well-known suffragettes or 
first-wave feminists also defected because they found the fighting 
spirit and anger of the suffragettes in the fascists. Feminist supporters 
of Mosley cited this similarity as the reason why they became influen- 
tial representatives of Mosley's fascist party. Communism had already 


82 


tapped into the same forces back then. Even today, feminism and radi- 
cal left-wing cultural revolutionaries are closely interwoven, which is 
why they have been working closely together for decades, or are even 
inseparable, since socialist comrades were leading feminists and vice 
versa. 


In the process, female instincts broke through in the furious hyste- 
ria that has characterised all their campaigns since the suffragettes of 
the first feminist wave. In addition, other movements have emerged 
that falsely claim to be rebuilding human nature but are actually sprea- 
ding perversions with hatred, especially woke ideologues and Isla- 
mists. These also benefit from the feminism that protects them. Pic- 
tures show feminist rulers in Muslim disguise dealing with mullahs 
and other Islamists. 


If natural female helpfulness, empathy, compassion and love for 
men, especially losers like incels and discarded fathers, are not re- 
stored, then perversions threaten to break through as in National Socia- 
lism, woke hysteria, radical left-wing dictatorships, terrorist Islamism 
or similar aberrations. Then immature girls who have been seduced by 
political hysteria will jump, shriek or glue themselves to the ground in 
protest for harmful goals instead of enchanting incels into princes. 


Either the natural feminine feelings will be admitted again, cre- 
ating a natural human culture that is as innate a need as language, or 
the suppressed feelings and instincts will break through again and 
again destructively, leading to industrial accidents such as National 
Socialism, Stalinism, the killing fields of Pol Pot, Putin's hatred of the 
West combined with a desire for conquest or the political hysteria of 
feminism and woke cultural revolution. Instincts cannot be suppressed 
permanently. Either they are liberated, embedded in a healthy, normal 
culture within which they are useful and helpful, or they break through 
destructively in political perversions. The choice is yours. 


The Youtube video also demonstrates the fourth perversion: The 
destruction of female maternal love and fertility. The masculinised, 
emancipated girls who once devoted themselves to male careers, stres- 


83 


sed out and running around like Woyzeck that “you could cut yourself 
on them” — many then seek relief from the masculinising stress that 
their perversion brought with it in meditation or Indian gurus — cannot 
imagine having a child themselves. Under natural circumstances, 
young girls became pregnant and mothers at their most fertile age. 

Today they are afraid of pregnancy because their entire natural 
course of life has been turned upside down by the feminist cultural 
revolution, motherhood appears as something threatening that they are 
afraid of because it is unfamiliar and has to do with an adulthood that 
they also find uncomfortable and fear. Part of the infantilisation of 
society, in which people of both sexes never reach adult maturity until 
old age and the grave, which makes them the political clientele of im- 
mature cultural revolutionary ideologies, is that they do not yet feel 
ready to take on responsibility as adults. This applies in general, but is 
particularly true of motherhood. A child is born as an infant and wants 
to be nursed and mothered; this also applies the other way round, but 
has been buried in our society. 


Girls usually don't want this because, on the one hand, it would 
tear them away from their immature lifestyle, which could tear them 
away from parties, other equally immature girlfriends and traditionally 
male career goals or seem to contradict them. In addition, children 
have already become so rare that having children has turned into some- 
thing unfamiliar, which they fear as if it were a gloomy threat. 


Nevertheless, the natural feelings are there, orphaned, unconsci- 
ous, just as the love for strong men is there, only buried and in the 
form of the perversion of feminist hate-love. For fun, the Youtuber also 
goes out with a Tamagotchi, a toy that imitated an infant and was wide- 
ly used decades ago. The instinctive reflex of girls who find the Tama- 
gotchi plastic child or the technical child substitute incredibly cute im- 
mediately kicks in. Suddenly they have feelings, talking eyes, visible 
sympathy for the simulation of a small creature or infant. The girls are 
entranced, play along, feel that this pseudo-child wants to be well 
looked after. At that moment they no longer look masculinised, but like 
normal, natural girls. Today's widespread feelings towards children and 
childbearing are also a perversion in which natural female feelings and 
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instincts have been suppressed in order to win them over for feminist 
goals and ideology. 


Since natural feelings and instincts are always lurking inside girls 
and women, waiting for a chance to break free and take their natural 
course, it takes daily brainwashing in the media and feminist organisa- 
tions to prevent the suppression of their own female nature, feelings 
and instincts from collapsing. This is why there has been one feminist 
wave after another since at least 1968, why a new topic, a new cam- 
paign is constantly needed, after all the false, unhappy and destructive 
campaigns of the past, which are contrary to one's own female and 
male nature, have been successful and have elevated harmful perversi- 
ons to the standard of a new pseudo-normality. For if there were not 
constantly new “woke” campaigns, then they would have to admit to 
themselves that they have not only achieved all absurd and exagge- 
rated goals, but over-achieved them. But then they would have to face 
up to the reality that they have crippled and mutilated themselves men- 
tally, socially and sexually, trannies even physically, that they have 
plunged themselves and even more the rest of the population like 
white, heterosexual men and incels, into senseless, cruel mental suffe- 
ring and unhappiness, achieved nothing meaningful, only caused enor- 
mous damage, suppressed human nature and spread perversions. 


Such an admission would be their mental declaration of bankrupt- 
cy; they would have to realise that they have been deceived and have 
lost their way. Nobody likes to do that, least of all stubborn ideologues 
who adhere to a radical world view that they have elevated to their pur- 
pose and goal in life. That is why they will never do this of their own 
accord, it will never happen as long as they are in power, any more 
than National Socialists, followers of Stalin or Pol Pot have ever vo- 
luntarily recognised that they were wrong and brought disaster upon 
the world and humanity. Recovery from the feminist cultural revoluti- 
on and its perversions can only take place after they have been stripped 
of their power, and this is precisely what the hate campaign that has 
been going on for years against all currents that appear somehow con- 
servative or somewhat more natural or normal, against all political ten- 
dencies that deviate from the cultural revolutionary consensus, which 
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in a precise twist is also equated with ‘democratic’, although it consists 
of a totalitarian re-education and oppression of those who think diffe- 
rently, serves to prevent. That is why they do not tolerate any thinking 
that deviates from their ideological rubbish and fight it relentlessly and 
intolerantly. 
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Christmas: Consequences in everyday life 


Still Christmas 24.12.2023 

Drive into town to talk: Christmas silence. Today is an extreme 
day, even for crass Berlin. Streets in busy city squares are full of slight- 
ly darker-skinned men, mostly in groups, some with louder and harsher 
voices than usual here. This is a foreign continent and not my country. 
Christmas markets were already closed. I don't even want to know 
what will happen on Alexanderplatz if these people start drinking alco- 
hol. 


I only saw two black-haired girls walking unaccompanied, talking 
in Spanish, although it didn't sound Castilian. At first I didn't even 
recognise the language. 

-““Merry Christmas,” I greeted them. 

-““Merry Christmas,” they replied weakly and half-heartedly. 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“Venezuela” 

-“Oh, are you on holiday over Christmas, working or studying?” 

-“We're studying.” 

Short, shorter, most meagre. -““What are you studying?” I had to 
‘worm’ out of them. 

-“German” 

-““Well, then we can talk in German,” I switched the language. No 
more reply. They stopped — so far we had been walking in the same 
direction. Groups of men™ walked past. To no avail. I had walked on, 
half turned round for a decent end to the conversation. “Have a nice 
holiday then.” No reply. (™:It's not permitted to state their origin.) 


On the train back stood a light brown-haired girl (the blonde of 
modern times after too much mixing) with a travelling rucksack from 
which a roll or bottle dangled. She held a wheeled suitcase by its long, 
extended holder. 

-“Merry Christmas. It looks like you're returning from a long 
journey or going home for Christmas.” 
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No answer. Instead, I was briefly struck by a look that made my 
throat freeze at the thought of continuing the conversation (-‘Eng- 
lish?’). Weird mood. 


25212,2023 

The very first woman I wished “Merry Christmas” to in front of 
the Christmas market ran past with an unpleasant look, pressing herself 
against the wooden wall despite being a few metres away from me. 
She was wearing make-up in a way that successful flirt masters usually 
find erotic, but which I find cruel, cold and somehow emotionally bro- 
ken. I've never had any rapport with or interest in women like that, but 
I'm supposed to ‘expand my comfort zone’, as the tenet tells. In the 
process, I've already found some previously inaccessible and unknown 
social types of girls nicer than I thought. 


To summarise: most of the women whizzed past and ignored me. 
Almost all the girls and women who spoke to me recently were 
foreigners who had not yet settled in and integrated in the West; if they 
have already arrived here internally, they react like ours. German girls 
usually ran past me in a hurry, slightly masculinised, perhaps busy, and 
ignored me. Either I lacked masculine, self-confident experience and 
the art of playing (‘game’), or they despised or hated me or men of my 
type. Maybe both are true, maybe this is a causal relationship: Because 
I had no good experience with German girls, never learnt and couldn't 
develop any self-confidence, and at the same time my self-confidence 
was shredded by being made fun of, bullied and bad experiences, they 
despise and hate me. 


Secondly, a young, elegantly dressed lady strolled along the wide 
pavement on the campus with her telephone. 

-““Merry Christmas!” 

She returned my greeting. 

-“You seem to like light pastel colours,” I explained, “Your scarf 
is pink, your rucksack is light green and your coat is white.” 

-“Yes, I like that.” 

-““And your fingernails are red.” 

-“That's me.” 
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-“Are you ambling along the Christmas market and sending pic- 
tures to friends?” 

-“T've taken pictures, I'm on my way to work.” 

-““What nice job do you have that you may work at Christmas?” 

No answer. Instead she said: 

- “You have a nice moustache.” 


She laughed or smiled. 
-“Thank you,” I twirled it upwards. 
-“Ts it real?” 


-“Everything about me is real... Do you speak more German or 
English?” 

-*A little German. I'm learning it.” 

-“That sounds already pretty good. Where are you from?” 

-“From the Ukraine.” 

-“Nice to meet you. After your work, we should have a cup of tea 
or mulled wine and a chat.” 

-““My work takes a long time. It will be late by then.” 

-“What nice job do you have that you can work late at Christ- 
mas?” I repeated my question, but again received no answer. 

“Then we should go for a drink as soon as you're free.” 

-“That's very kind of you, but I have a husband. Happy holidays 
to you.” 

-“Happy holidays to you too.” 


A little later, a girl just walked through. I felt like a ghost made of 
glass, whose “Merry Christmas” is as inaudible as the glass man is 
invisible. It went on like that for a while. I walked through the large 
Christmas market, where girls and young women were either out and 
about with their families, as mothers with children or sheltered daugh- 
ters with mothers, or in groups of girls that I didn't dare approach in 
my insecure, unsuccessful state. Girls have no idea what they are doing 
with their rejections. They can destroy almost any self-confidence until 
the approach fails for this very reason, because too many rejections 
have been experienced and suffered. Feminist inhumans still get a kick 
out of the fact that these men have been taught the outs once again, not 
the ins though, and mock them for their weakness that women have 
caused and triggered through mental cruelty. 
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I headed for the wide street that leads from Alexanderplatz past 
the Nikolai quarter, the actual old Berlin, because the day before 
yesterday I had the best conversation in a long time with that blonde 
film critic student, a rare exception where local girls, a native Berline- 
rin at that, talk to me, who unfortunately refused to give me her Whats- 
App or other means of contact. Perhaps I could bump into her again, or 
another of her kind. 


Instead, on the edge of this wide promenade, quite far away and 
alone, sat a blonde or fair-haired girl eating her snack out of two paper 
wrappers. I hesitated. If I approach local girls with my current insecuri- 
ty, I am easily categorised as a nuisance due to my insecurity and inex- 
perience, despite my friendly glow, and risk getting into trouble. Thir- 
teen months ago, my attempt to learn from a flirting instructor, whose 
instructional videos are well-known on YouTube and respected in the 
scene, failed. In November last year, a girl who happened to be wal- 
king past recognised my camouflaged camera and slandered and repor- 
ted me to the police. Although it was complete rubbish, in feminist so- 
ciety women are believed when they make false accusations and men 
are wrongly penalised. After 40 years of researching and writing 
books, I now experienced for myself what I had often reported about 
other men who had become victims of the feminist injustice system. 


The police had taken away the flirting teacher's camera and pres- 
sed charges against both of us, even though it was clear from the start 
that the girl's fantasy was absurd. So we were both forced to take a 
break. It took six months for the flirting instructor to get his camera 
back after the charges were dropped. After that, he never filmed with 
me again. So the false accusation of a girl destroyed my last chance so 
far to learn how to flirt with girls. This is typical everyday life in femi- 
nist society. It doesn't give a shit what happens to men who become its 
victims. The girls don't care either. 


So if I'm careful, this is no longer the typical fear of inexperien- 
ced men that flirting teachers read into everything. Certainly, I used to 
have this fear because I had been bullied from childhood, excluded 
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from play at break times and giggled at. The boys at primary school 
wouldn't let me play, threatened to hit me and the girls giggled at me. 
How was I supposed to learn self-confidence and the confident mascu- 
linity of an alpha leader, which extremely demanding and selective 
chicks spoilt by feminism dictatorially expect today? Can any of the 
sneering feminists who have tormented me for 50 years of my life with 
their spiteful arrogance, their anti-male mental cruelty and indifference 
towards the victims of their hostility explain this to me? Well, won't 
any feminists come forward to explain this to me? Let them explain it 
to a strict judge at a tribunal for mental cruelty. 


So, on a bench between the narrow strip of car park leading to the 
Christmas market around the Neptune Fountain and the wide prome- 
nade street, sat that fair-haired girl with her snack wraps. 

-““Merry Christmas.” 

She looked questioning, but not angry or dismissive, as I had 
feared. 

-“English?” 

She nodded or said yes. I switched languages. 

-““Have a merry Christmas. Enjoy it.” 

She didn't return my greeting or look dismissive. That's almost 
unusual. When I go to our girls, I have to be either young, or experien- 
ced like the king of parties, so that they are willing to talk to me half- 
way normally. I fully realise that I don't have that shtick at the moment, 
just being myself, and with my body that's just not enough to appeal to 
girls' stone age instincts and be accepted. 

“Your hair is as white as snow,” I added to my previous sentence, 
“It looks Christmassy, like a white Christmas. Your white scarf goes 
with it too.” 

-“T don't speak that much English, just a little. I'm just learning 
it.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From the Ukraine.” 

I let my gaze glide across the evening sky, which was just turning 
dark blue and grey in the sunset. The Christmas lights of the market 
glowed in this slightly sombre atmosphere. I stood upright at a distan- 
ce, as I had been taught. 
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-“Look, the moon is almost full!” 

-“The moon is beautiful,” she agreed. 

-“T'm going to sit down. It's easier to talk that way,” I suggested. 
She accepted in reserved style: I don't know whether she said -““Why 
not?” or nothing at all, but her look showed that there was no objecti- 
on. First I took a step to the left, but saw patches of leftover food and 
other rubbish, which I didn't want to sit in with a beige cloth coat. That 
would have soiled and spoilt it; I don't even know if you can wash it. 
Then I looked at the wood to her right, where there were no more seri- 
ous stains. I sat down there. 

“How do you like it here?” I enquired. 

-“Tt's nice here,” she replied, “Lots of lights at the Christmas 
market.” 

-“There are lots of them in the street. If you keep walking in that 
direction, you'll see even more.” 

Her exact answer escapes me, if she said anything in response. 
There was something quietly shrill or strange about her voice; it lacked 
softness for me. 

-“T speak very little English,” she explained. 

-““More English or German?” 

-“English” 

-“You'll learn it here.” 

-“T'm learning it, but I don't speak it much.” 

-“Do you also celebrate Christmas now?” I asked, although the 
question seemed rather stupid. Ukrainians are mostly Orthodox; this 
branch of Christianity did not take part in the Gregorian calendar 
reform in the Middle Ages. But it goes down better with girls if you 
talk nicely and stupidly than if you let your knowledge hang out. Play- 
ing dumb is often a good idea. Stupid people have an advantage when 
it comes to flirting and sex. Meanwhile, I learnt that the Orthodox ca- 
lendar had been abandoned because of the war. 

-“Not now. In January.” 

-““Ah, the Orthodox use a different calendar. Christmas is probab- 
ly on 6 January for you.” 

“Yes” 

-“What do you do when you're not dangling through Christmas 
markets?” 
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-“T study.” 

~““What?” 

-““Architecture.” 

-“T'm sure you'll learn the language quickly.” 

-“T'm a war refugee, I had to move here. I study at my university 
back home, via the internet.” 

-“That's good. You know the programme, you can continue it. But 
you won't learn English or German.” 

-“T want to go back home, but I can't yet.” 

-““We all hope that things will be well again soon.” 

She looked very depressed; her voice wavered as she spoke about 


-““What style do you want to build in?” I asked. 

She looked around. -“I can't find an example here.” 

-“T like classical and antique architecture. People have gone to a 
lot of trouble with sculptures.” 

-“T don't understand much English,” she said, indicating she 
wasn't getting on. 

I drew figures with my hands. 

-“We have beautiful old half-timbered houses. The houses had 
soul. Each one was different. In the Middle Ages, trees were cut as 
they grew. Bends were taken over. There were many slopes, not a rect- 
angular pattern like today. Figures were carved out of the wood and 
painted in bright colours." 

I don't know how much of this she understood. 

-“What's your name?” she asked me. That was unusual. The man 
almost always has to ask the girl her name. I can't think of any instance 
where that has ever happened to me before. I also noticed that she al- 
ways stared sternly into the distance without looking at me. Although 
she was quick to give normal answers, she rarely looked at me, so she 
was much more shy than I am. I surmised that she was sitting there 
with homesickness and emotional pain, which is why she was staring 
straight ahead into imaginary distances away from me, as I used to do 
when I was in a lot of pain from being rejected by girls. I went through 
that once too, but for a different reason, not as a war refugee, but as 
someone who was treated cruelly and was hostile by girls and femi- 
nism. 
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We exchanged names. 

“T don't speak much English yet,” she repeated. 

-“We can practise it. Let's have a cup of tea and talk about 
architecture. I'll tell you my thoughts on it and you ask me what I do.” 

-“Okay” 

-“Later, when you've finished studying?” 

-“T still have a lot planned for today.” 

-“Then another time, when you're not studying at your university 
online. Do you have WhatsApp?” 

-“No, no WhatsApp.” 

-“Telegram?” 

-“Yes, I have Telegram.” 

Ukrainians, who are presumably security-conscious because of 
the war, like to use Telegram. She was already pulling out her phone to 
find me. I pulled out mine, called up Telegram and opened my profile. 
She typed in the phone number, which she counted in Ukrainian. 

-““Send me a message, a smiley face. Then I'll have you too.” 

-“T did that.” 

Lo and behold, there was a new message, which I opened. 

“That's me," she confirmed, because she didn't use her picture in 
her profile. Perhaps these are security concerns at war. In the chat was 
a giant little picture of a figure waving at me. 

“T have to move on now," she explained, "Thank you for talking 
to me.” 

-“Thank you for sharing your charming smile with me.” 

Because at that moment, she smiled for the first time, after staring 
straight ahead at the world and me like a puppet in pain. 

-“T'll see you over tea in the next few days and have a chat.” 

-“Okay” 

She shook my hand, followed by the usual wishes for a nice 
Christmas Eve. 


First I went round in a different direction so as not to spoil this 
encounter, made a detour to Alex, was bombed out with a woman or 
several without a reply, not even being looked at, walked back across 
the Christmas markets to FriedrichstraBe. I managed to use the toilet in 
the regional train, so I decided to stay in the city a little longer. It's not 
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Christmas every day, and now the chances are much better than usual. 
On the way, I sent her a message, which I unfortunately didn't save as a 
screenshot because I have no experience with Telegram communicati- 
on and I didn't suspect anything bad. 

«Nice meeting you. Text me for a tea and chat.» with a Christmas 
tree and smiling face, I sent in the terse style that was recommended to 
me. It took a while for the second tick for ‘read’ to appear. When I 
closed and reopened Telegram, the message had disappeared. She had 
obviously deleted the ‘chat’, because when I used ruses to find the last 
used room, it was empty. That's how quickly you can be blocked, 
deleted or ghosted. What have I done to deserve this again? 


On the road, I constantly saw couples made up of men from other 
continents and countries, but hardly this one, with girls of the local, 
northern and central European type, many probably from here. In re- 
cent years, the number of Africans has increased dramatically with the 
flood of migration and advertising, which almost exclusively shows 
couples who replace men like me. The suffering is compounded by 
mockery, mentally by spiteful feminist mud-slinging, prejudice and 
malice, physically by throwing themselves into the arms of strangers 
after they have rejected me. This applies on a collective level. Not one, 
nor a few local girls rejected me, but everyone I met. Not one, nor a 
few girls cheat, but countless girls. 


After pissing in the train toilet, I got off at the zoo and meandered 
around the Christmas market on Breitscheidplatz, which had been 
‘enriched’™ with ‘human warmth’™ a few years ago. Wreaths of 
mourning are a reminder of it. The first girl to reply to “Merry Christ- 
mas” was a visitor with tanned hair from Turkey. When asked what she 
was doing, she said she had already done four laps. 

-““Merry Christmas” 

“27” 

-““Merry Christmas” 

She replied in English. As she was busy with her phone, first 
holding it up, then typing, I said: 

-““Are you just roaming about the Christmas market and sending 
friends pictures of it?” 
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-“T've already done four laps, taking it all in with my eyes. Now 
I've seen it and I'm going home.” 


Then I saw two girls, one with red reindeer antlers on, snapping 
selfies of each other. 

-“Do you both want a picture, do you want me to take you?” 

-“Tt's okay, we're just taking selfies.” 

A little later, I saw two girls; one was also wearing red reindeer 
antlers on her head — maybe they were the same ones. 

-““Ah, there you rundeer are!” I joked, “Are you running around 
the Christmas market with your antlers?” 

[Even though English and German split off 1500 years ago, I 
could still almost manage to translate the pun.] 

They looked. 

-““Yes, reindeer” 

-“T was playing with the word, pronounced reindeer like rundeer.” 

-““Are you from Germany?” 

-““Yes, and you?” 

-“T'm from Delli and she's from Uttar.” 

-“Where is that from?” 

-“T'm from New Delhi, she's from Uttar Pradesh.” 

We wished each other Happy Holidays and I trolled off after re- 
alising that it was pointless at this time of the year. However, I lacked 
an airtight breathing mask against nicotine smog and the nerve to ruin 
my night uselessly. 


«He who never ate his bread with tears, 

who never spent the sorrowful nights 

sitting in bed with tears passing his ears, 

knows you not, ye heavenly mights.» (Schubert) 


This song describes both the creative power of poets and thinkers, 
men striving for happiness and procreation, as well as the existence of 
incels and losers. 
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Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau Schubert Lieder 


Schubert: Harfenspieler III, D. 480 - Wer nie sein Brot mit Tranen a8 
Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau — The... a s 
re 11.100 Abonnenten 6 a1 P A Te Et 


Dido's Lament transfers such deep sensitivity of classical male 
artists to a suffering woman, as it corresponds to our perception, which 
sees women as needy and suffering in order to protect pregnant women 
and mothers, whereas men have high hurdles and morals imposed on 
them and are perceived as guilty or perpetrators in case of conflict. 


The reason for this is an innate distortion of perception that femi- 
nists of all times and waves have fallen for, as have the philosophers of 
the Enlightenment. 
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Purcell; Dido’s lament; Simone Kermes, soprano; Direction Teodor Currentzis 
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26.12.2023 

Flirting teacher Hi posted a video this morning in which he de- 
monstrates how he was able to approach girls easily on Christmas Day; 
we should practise and learn this. I've been going through hell and high 
water today and got into some embarrassing situations that I don't want 
to go into detail about. Flirt masters can do it, I can't. Experienced 
masters are successful with it; incels who are completely inexperienced 
in success and only experienced in failure get into trouble with it. 


For the statistics: German girls walk through without reacting or 
react coolly and distantly because I don't seem nearly good enough for 
them. With my artist's beard, I don't appear contemptuous to foreign 
women, but rather interesting. So apart from brutal sexual selection, it 
is also a typical Western, particularly German problem of contempt for 
their own men, especially if they deviate from current fashion norms. 
For foreign women from not too spoilt countries, I appear as a striking, 
interesting personality. Local girls are so prejudiced and impertinent 
that some turn up their noses when they see me, or twist their mouths 
sideways into a snout, as if any man who deviates from their limited 
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ideas of fashion would be some kind of bum, a pauper who is bound to 
stink. This is stupid, arrogant, rude and cruel in equal measure. Ger- 
man girls have been so badly spoilt by feminism since at least 1968 
that they have developed a collective obnoxiousness, even if indivi- 
dually, as a person, they are not so bad. 


Like yesterday, two of the women and girls who spoke to me were 
war refugees from Ukraine, another had an Eastern European accent. 
In the East, women don't seem to be quite as crazy as they are here. Of 
course, this is only true as long as they have not integrated, because 
after that they tick just like others in our society. It is the standards of 
our Western society that are more sick and toxic than ever before in 
history. I wrote the previous sentence carefully. Fascists were physical- 
ly cruel with bloody violence, but in terms of perversion and mental 
cruelty within, towards average citizens, today's Western society has 
surpassed the past. (However, this does not mean that cynical imperia- 
lists / neo-fascists in Russia, China, Iran or North Korea are allowed to 
attack foreign peoples, not at all! They must not abuse my statements, 
because their classical oppression is out of the question). 


In addition, Ukraine is probably an exceptional case where a 
majority of women and girls came into the country instead of the boats 
with 95% men that set sail from the African continent with fake Syri- 
ans and real black Africans. The guest workers were probably also 
99% male, in the first few years more like 100%, until later a few Fili- 
pino women with a droplet of water minimally diluted the sea of male 
occupants. 


I got off the train. As soon as I left the station, a small but elegant- 
ly dressed young woman looked to see who it was. I was still too sur- 
prised to find the words right away. Flunked. A girl in front of me, pro- 
bably from here, was once again walking too fast and briskly. Even the 
fast walking of our girls is conspicuous, somehow off. Work stress and 
eagerness have driven away a piece of femininity. By the time I caught 
up with her, she had turned off at the traffic lights. The next girl over- 
took me too quickly with a busy gait. Today is Boxing Day! What's 
going on? 
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I didn't try anything until I reached the Christmas markets. The 
girl just walked through, only glancing sideways very briefly to see 
who was standing there and wanted to say something to her. Then she 
was gone. This was repeated in variations. I don't even manage to stop 
her and say an opening sentence. No, not even the introduction, known 
in English as a ‘pre-opener’, like a “Hey”, “Excuse me” or “Very brief- 
ly”. Even pushy advertisers for tendentious ‘aid organisations’ are 
treated better, who help girls but not boys, or finance children in Africa 
so that even more children are born there and starve, thus further in- 
creasing hunger, and we are flooded with foreign men. 


A propos men: Like every day, I see mostly darker-skinned men 
with lighter-skinned, often local girls in young couples. Even if some 
couples are visitors from Western countries: The colour code applies 
everywhere in Western countries, displacing local men there to incels 
and causing the long-term extinction of lighter-skinned peoples. After 
the most aggressive displacement in the past was by a large number of 
Muslim men, recently black Africans have been increasingly appea- 
ring, with young girls or less young women, some already with small 
children or prams. We are not only being cheated out of sex and love, 
but also out of survival in biological, autochthonous children. This is 
androcide and ethnic suicide, a crime in Tibet, a duty here — anyone 
who rejects this is suppressed as ‘misogynist’, ‘ethnic’ and ‘Nazi’. 


I was constantly running into walls, as I had been doing for days. 
I followed HI: suggestions, which were very successful. But he just 
looks different and has rehearsed body signals that appeal to primal 
instincts. I haven't been able to learn that yet. 

-“Wait, very briefly: you look,” I began, but she just kept walking. 

-“Merry Christmas. You look...”, I tried, but she just kept pacing. 

And so on and so forth. In addition, there's the hate and malice of 
an uncomprehending society that has been re-educated, indoctrinated 
and bent by man-hating feminists for over 50 years so that they now 
intuitively react just as hatefully and uncomprehendingly as only radi- 
cal feminists used to. The average girl, but also the average man, is just 
as messed up today as hysterical radical feminists once were. But they 
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don't realise this; they consider their skewed perception and twisted 
empathy to be ‘normal’. 


-“Your white cap looks like a snowflake...”, she's gone. I would 
need a flirting coach, but they cost between €3,000 and €4,000, I 
would have a few hours once or twice a month to come with them, and 
in the meantime I'd be left to run around on my own and fail. 


Alexanderplatz. Girls see my gaze, know that I want to approach 
them, and walk in such a way that I can't reach them without running 
conspicuously. Pavement opposite Alexa: same game. Finally I see a 
woman with glasses who is walking more slowly. 

-“You look relaxed,” I began in the style of the YouTube video 
from this morning, “Did you have a good Christmas?” 

-“Yes, it was nice,” she replied in a slightly Eastern European 
accent. She must have lived here for several years; only a slight hint of 
her Eastern mother tongue was still evident. With my poor memory for 
faces, which often prevents me from recognising people, I was afraid 
of accidentally bumping into a neighbour's acquaintance, which would 
be extremely embarrassing. 

-“You wear white like winter snow.” 

“Yes” 

-“We didn't have a white Christmas, but you bring some of it to 
the Christmas market.” 

That was my own intuition. After a long day I forgot her answer, 
but she told something like, I said it nicely. 

-“What are you doing right now? Are you ambling along the 
Christmas market?” 

-“T'm not ambling, I'm taking a relaxed saunter.” 

-“You put it well.” 

She has obviously lived here for a long time and can express 
herself in well-chosen German. At that moment, we were approached 
by one of the two flower sellers who, just like young helpers from 
dubious ‘aid organisations’ (at worst, traffickers), approach anyone 
who shows up. This also contributes to triggering automatic defence 
reactions and makes it difficult for inexperienced men like me to learn 
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how to flirt. For this constant chatting up by columns of pushers makes 
women turn down even shy men in the same way. 

Our conversation stalled. I looked to my right, away from the 
flower seller who was standing between us on my left. The woman 
also looked away — to the left, away from both of us. But the 
saleswoman didn't give up and stepped further towards us and right 
between us. I had to keep my distance for the flirtation so as not to 
trigger a defensive reaction. That's the rules of the game. The totally 
blocked flower seller took advantage of this distance to walk right 
between us, which tore our conversation apart. Every person with even 
the slightest bit of sense or feeling must realise that they are interrup- 
ting, and that at the most difficult moment of all, the first few sen- 
tences that go in the direction of flirting. Anyone who doesn't realise 
this is a horndog and simply disgusting. Experienced flirt masters may 
be able to play it off in a relaxed manner, but this pushy flower-pusher 
woman, perhaps a kind of Roma gang, who begs everyone, then eats 
expensive Mévenpick ice cream and has healthy teeth sawn off in 
order to proudly insert a gold tooth, simply wouldn't let go. 

-“No,” the woman replied to the flower pusher, but the mood had 
changed. 

The pusher woman didn't let up, turned to me and held her shitty 
flower under my nose, right between me and the woman who was 
getting ready to leave. I gave the flower seller a sharp look and shook 
my head. By the time she finally gave up, the distance was already too 
great. I went back and said: 

-“You seem to like red; your fingernails are red.”, but it was over. 

-“T have to go on now,” which she did a few steps away. 

It was certainly a mistake, because an alpha, as women demand, 
must remain confident and relaxed. I didn't care now; the woman was 
lost anyway, but I see this pusher every day on the Alex and I don't 
want to experience it again. 

-““How can you harass people so intrusively?” I snapped at her. 
The woman laughed, but slowly started to slang her hook, i.e. walk 
away. She probably didn't give a shit about hurting others with her 
overly obtrusive push for sale. No wonder people got upset about such 
behaviour in the old days. 
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The woman had stopped, with her back to me, but had probably 
heard it. What should she think of me? It was too late now anyway. I 
quickly caught up with the flower arranger and said to her in a sharp 
tone as I passed: “Don't ever bother me like that again!” She laughed. 
Why was I so angry? I've lived through 50 years of crap like this. It's a 
fight for life and reproduction. It's like a war for all or nothing. Any- 
thing that prevents flirting success will be crushed, or I'll perish if 
there's no success. 


Now I absconded from Alex and went for a walk along Hacke- 
scher Markt. Obviously I can't talk to people passing by. It takes skill 
and confidence, but due to a lack of success and 50 years of failing 
with girls, I remained insecure and clumsy. There was a woman at the 
traffic lights, not necessarily elegantly dressed, but still better than the 
Berlin scene with rings through her nostrils and other components 
dangling from holes in her body. Well, that's not a knock-out criterion; 
if it's fashionable, I could put up with it, but often the mentality is a bit 
derailed socially in terms of the sexes. 


I can't remember exactly what I said at the traffic lights. I no 
longer say ‘Merry Christmas’ because it doesn't work, at most in rare 
exceptional cases when linguistic communication is difficult so that 
phrases don't bore. Maybe: -“Did you have a relaxed Christmas?” 

Anyway, I could just as easily have spoken to the wall behind us. 
Maybe that would have been even better, because walls can echo. That 
would have been more of a reaction than I got. There were people 
standing around me who noticed. From there I walked back to the mile 
of Christmas markets on Unter den Linden, where I fared no better. By 
now I had to piss and was fed up with the area where I had embarras- 
sed myself sufficiently. I decided to take the train to the zoo to visit the 
Christmas market on Breitscheidplatz with its wreaths of flowers, a re- 
minder of the blessed work of our governments, which had democrati- 
cally elected a new nation of men on distant continents instead of us, 
who have become losers and incels getting extinct. One of their newly 
chosen pieces of gold was so enthusiastic that he wanted to enrich the 
Christmas market with a lorry, although he had no desire to slow 
down. 
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Girls whizzed past me again on Friedrichstrasse. I can't do it. I've 
failed too many times. I can no longer believe that I could manage to 
stop them and strike up a nice conversation. I don't have a manly bite, 
and if I did, I'd be accused of harassment. I just can't do it. I looked at 
them, tried to smile, but it comes off as stupid on me because only if 
they like the man do they think the smile is nice. Otherwise, the same 
smile has a smarmy effect on them. Sometimes I stopped half-hear ted- 
ly when I looked at a girl or a woman of fertile age, but without know- 
ing how to stop and start the conversation. This has a particularly bad 
effect, because then I appear to the women as a strange male figure in 
the darkness of the winter afternoon, which they cannot categorise and 
may mistake for a potential danger or an unpleasant person, a beggar 
or a deadbeat. Hesitation is repulsive to women. A man must show de- 
termination, but he can only do so if he sends the right unconscious 
signals, otherwise he will be seen as a danger or a nuisance. It's a vici- 
ous circle. Once you're down, you never get back on your feet. The fe- 
minist society with its chicane has made such problems exponentially 
worse. 


Finally, I saw a young woman strolling along a little more re- 
laxed. I can't remember if she was wearing a white cloche hat, which I 
described as “like a Christmas snowflake”, or am confusing that with 
another where I put the phrase, but it fizzled out, no conversation en- 
sued. 

-“You're milling around relaxed, as if you've come from a Christ- 
mas party.” 

-“T'm going home.” 

-“Did you have a nice Christmas?” 

-“Yes, with my family.” 

-That's good.” 

She spoke with an accent. 

-“T don't speak that much German.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From the Ukraine.” 

-“Don't the Orthodox celebrate on 6 January according to their 
calendar?” 
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-“On the 25th of December. We've changed the calendar.” 

-“That's nice, almost like us.” 

-“T have to go on now. Have a nice evening.” 

Her statement contradicts that of the girl with the strange voice, 
who studied architecture as a war refugee, barely spoke English, per- 
haps didn't understand it properly and ghosted me. 

Not great, but a talk nonetheless. As far as I could see on the mo- 
nitor, pictures were taken at Breitscheidplatz. I had been there years 
ago with the same camera, but it seemed to me that there had been pro- 
gress. Perhaps I have more experience with this. If only I had progress 
with girls. 

-“You stroll like that...” No reaction. Ouch. 


As daft as I am sometimes, I don't recognise the person properly 
at a distance, so I walk over — oops. 


After a few unsuccessful attempts to do so by making a hand ges- 
ture like a flirting teacher and then saying the same thing he uses suc- 
cessfully, such as “Hey”, “Excuse me”, “Very briefly”, which usually 
fails badly with me, a girl walked towards me wearing a funny woollen 
hat in the shape of a bulb. 

-“That's a funny hat you've got there.” 

She understood almost no German and no English, but looked at 
me openly and sometimes smiled. I suggested using Google Translator. 
She pulled out her phone and called it up. That's how I learnt that she 
wanted to buy yarn. 

-“Tomorrow you can buy yarn in a shop. I haven't seen any here,” 
I typed in, and the translation appeared in Cyrillic letters at the bottom. 

“Are you studying? Do you work?” I asked. 

-““No” 

-“What do you do?” 

-“T'm a Ukrainian war refugee,” was her answer. 

-““What are your hobbies and interests?” 

-“Knitting, ...”, She listed a number of hobbies. There was a group 
next to us: 

-“Nice beard.”, said someone from the group, “Is it real?” 

-“Sure, it's all real on me.” 
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-““How do you do it? Is it difficult?” 

-“Oh, the beard wants to grow like this. I can't talk him out of it.” 

-“Can we take a selfie with you?” 

-““Well, why not.” 

They took a picture with the group, were happy and then moved 
on. 

We wrote back and forth; she looked me seriously in the eye and 
naturally handed me her phone, which struck me as unusual. Her ans- 
wers were too open and natural; girls don't normally do that. The selec- 
tion was obviously completely lacking, or she was still so out of soci- 
ety that I had no disadvantage. 

-““What do you do?" she asked me on the screen of her phone. 

-“T write books and programme.” 

She seemed quite young to me; it wasn't so obvious as she was 
wrapped up. 

“How old are you?” I wrote in the translator. 

Well, under 18, a student. I wished her a happy holiday. 

There was a police car in the back watching us. Just don't attract 
attention. Some of the people inside were wearing Christmas red 
moose horns. 

Once again, feminists were wrong: it's not male power or aberrati- 
on, but a lack of female selection that makes it easier to talk to girls 
who are too young and inexperienced. 

I approached a table where a woman in white and a girl in black 
were sitting. My security was gone. They had just been talking, the girl 
in black with dark hair smiling. 

-“You're smiling so beautifully right now.” 

By the time I had said that, however, the moment had long since 
passed and their expressions were serious again. They must have been 
in the Christmas spirit today, because on other days they would have 
sent a strange, awkwardly approaching man packing straight away. 

-““What do you mean?” she asked casually. 

-“Tt just looked like that.” 

-“Oh, as an observation.” 

I wanted to say something about the white clothes on the other 
girl, who from close up looked older than I suspected, perhaps she was 
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the other girl's mum rather than her friend, which I had assumed. I 
stood there for a moment in awkward silence. 

-““How did you spend Christmas?” 

-“With the family. And you?” 

Now I lost my frame, as they say in the pick-up scene. 

-“Good too.” 

It wasn't even flirting or talking to women. It was a social defeat. 

-“Shall we pick Gerd up shortly?” said the one in white. That was 
probably her boyfriend, or husband. 

-“Ah, you've scattered,” I tried to at least be quick-witted, but was 
then seen off with the usual wishes. A man who approaches women al- 
ways risks ridicule. I guess that's part of the game. 


Finally, I approached a young woman who was also standing off 
to the side in a white fluffy coat with a white handbag, her phone in 
her hand. 

-“You're dressed all in white, really Christmassy.” 

She beamed. 

-“Thank you for the compliment.” 

-“Your handbag is white too. It goes well together. Merry Christ- 
mas.” 

-““Merry Christmas.” 

After my first sentence, I switched to English and repeated it as 
she didn't understand German. 

-““Are you on holiday here or do you live here?” 

-“T'm only in Berlin for four or five days, since yesterday.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

I only understood vaguely because the pronunciation was foreign, 
not even English: 

-““Prrussia” 

Prussia? That would be nice, but it's impossible, because Prussia 
no longer exists. 

-“Where from? I didn't understand that.” 

-“Prrssia” 

-”’What do you mean?” 

-“Persia” 

-““Ah, Persia!” 


107 


-“Though I live in Amsterdam now, where I study.” 

-““Amsterdam is beautiful. I've been there several times.” 

-“T think Amsterdam is nicer than Berlin. It's cleaner there.” 

She spoke the truth. I don't want to praise Amsterdam, which is 
also broken and has surrendered to the zeitgeist. Allegedly, it is now a 
criminal offence there to approach women and to be against migration 
anyway. Even if this is a false rumour, as I suspect, there are a number 
of countries and regions that consider themselves progressive where 
things are actually moving in this direction. 

Asking a woman for directions may soon become a tricky busi- 
ness. If she accuses me of having sensual interests or interprets it as an 
attempt to flirt, women of woke countries could report me if she 
doesn't like me, which is often the case. In the case of a desirable al- 
pha, they will be happy not to report him. It follows that being a male 
loser or incel becomes subliminally punishable. 

-“T know two opinions about Berlin here: some say it's a good 
place to party or celebrate the New Year, others say Berlin is broken.” 

-““Do you party?” 

-“Not so much at the moment. What are you studying?” 

-“Economics. Marketing.” or something like that. Don't hit me if 
she didn't say that literally, but that's what it boiled down to. 

-““Ah, so you know you'll be good at getting a job later.” 

-“T don't know that. I'm studying it, but I don't like it at all. I'm 
thinking about what I should do.” 

-““What are you interested in?” 

-“Design” 

-“Tt's something creative. We have something in common.” 

-“What do you do?” 

-“Oh, lots of things. Different stuff. I studied maths and deve- 
loped programmes. Guess what I do now.” 

-““Something creative?” 

-“Yes, that's right. But what?” 

-“Artistic,” she said, "Are you a professional photographer?” 

Despite the cold, I carried my good camera in my hand. This not 
only had the advantage of being able to take a picture quickly, but 
above all that I wasn't mistaken for bums looking for food in rubbish 
bins. Although I wear neat clothes, tailored shirts with artistic motifs, 
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which are covered by equally elegant jumpers in winter, a matching 
sand-coloured coat and boots of the same colour, plus an artist's beard, 
which is not easily shaped and therefore extremely rare, I am not fashi- 
onable. Girls who know nothing but the fashions of their time and 
therefore neither understand nor recognise them would even classify an 
aristocratic artist as a bum if he is not dressed according to the fashion 
of his time. Especially when it comes to sexual selection, girls react 
brutally, brutally stupidly, driven by primeval instincts that neither the 
girls themselves nor feminists and society are aware of. They then 
think their choices are theirs, bitterly defending them like a comered 
mouse, but in reality it's just a misguided instinct from 100,000 years 
ago that strikes mercilessly and drives the best men into miserable mis- 
fortune when they try to flirt. 


This Persian woman's reaction was excellent, normal and friendly 
because she comes from a violent Islamist system in which everything 
to do with sex and flirting is strictly forbidden and punished. Here in 
the West, they open up; as long as they have not yet got to know and 
understand the West, they simply reverse the prohibitions and restricti- 
ons of the revolutionary mullah Iran. They now tolerate everything that 
was forbidden in Iran. They therefore tolerate things that are anathema 
to feminists and feminist society. They have not yet internalised the 
hostility towards men that exists in our country. They are caught bet- 
ween two worlds, both of which are oppressive in contrary ways. They 
have shed the oppression of the revolutionary terror state of Iran, but 
have not yet internalised the different oppression of the Western-style 
feminist psycho-terror state. That is why they react much more normal- 
ly and humanely than people who have grown up or been moulded in 
Western countries. We will see how far this goes at the end of my re- 
port. However, this is only a short transitional phase, after which they'll 
arrive in the woke ‘liberal’ current and then become just as bad as we 
are. There was a similar development in Spain after Franco's death: 
The political tyranny was gone, Western feminism had not yet seeped 
deep. That was a good time, when there were kind girls who had 
survived under the protection of Spain's isolation. A little later, they got 
corrupted. 
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I also remember an episode from the travelogue of a hippie who 
travelled overland to India in the late 1960s or early 1970s on the 
flower children's trek. The Shah ruled Persia at the time; they were 
modern in some ways, but not in others. People were obviously very 
modern when it came to women and femininity. The mixed group of 
hippies travelled either in a train, bus or large coach with a Persian 
family. They marvelled at how the daughter almost approached one of 
the hippies in conversation, while the parents casually looked on. Even 
the philanderers, who unlike today were usually hippies back then, 
thought it was too much. They thought something was wrong, got 
scared, because in Islamic and strict countries it can be dangerous to do 
something wrong sexually, and withdrew. I know as little as those 
hippies about what happened, if their observations were true and not 
made up — but there's no reason for that. But I reckon that even that 
family, which wanted to present itself as Western and modern, orienta- 
ted itself towards the West without understanding it, did the opposite in 
a negation of strict, Muslim-influenced values that were considered 
‘outdated’ at the time and even stripped away or reversed sexual selec- 
tion. 


This may also have been true of the West itself, where traditional 
morality was temporarily reversed during the sexual revolution, until 
feminists rebelled and a new, revolutionary and anti-male morality, 
which was much more one-sided and repressive, replaced the traditio- 
nal one. The brief transitional period between the two was the 1960s 
with youth rebellions such as the original hippies, whose chaotic, 
shapeless utopias were then quickly appropriated and twisted by femi- 
nists and leftists. In Europe, this twisted mixture seems to have arrived 
first and there seems to be no memory of the fact that these young 
people originally sought a simple, natural life and had nothing to do 
with any ideology, be it leftist, feminist or woke. 


-“Photography is just a hobby. I do it on the side.” 

-“Do you take pictures of cities and landscapes, or people too?” 

-“People, too, when the opportunity arises. I write books, I'm an 
author.” 
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Her English was obviously not good enough to understand, since 
she asked me again later what I do. ‘Author’ and ‘write books’ didn't 
seem to resonate with her straight away. In the course of our chat, she 
asked again: 

-“What do you do?” 

-“T write books.” 

This time I used my hands to support her, making the gesture of 
opening a book. Now she realised. 

-““What do you write?” 

-“Only true stories. I'm developing a style of documentary 
realism, observing the world but not inventing anything. I only reserve 
poetic expression for myself. Fiction had its heyday, shone in the clas- 
sical period, but now the media and publishers are showering us with 
one-sided, tendentious views and inventions. That's why fictions have 
become lies. These distortions cannot be compensated for with other 
invented stories. Something new is needed: a return to reality.” 

I don't know how much of this she understood, but her face 
showed an interested expression. Then I pandered to her likings: 

“We have something in common. You like design. That's also 
something creative.” 

-“T'm a creative person.” 

-““We should have a chat and a drink later.” 

-“T already have plans, I'm going to spend the evening with 
friends.” 

-“Then the next few days. Do you have WhatsApp?” 

-“No, no WhatsApp.” 

-“Telegram?” 

-“Only Instagram.” 

Then take up my Instagram. I'm . 

-“Wait a minute. My friends are nearby.” 

She wrote something on her phone. Meanwhile, I pulled out mine 
and tried to find Instagram without my reading glasses, which I didn't 
need earlier. When I opened it, some stupid text appeared with rules in 
small print that I couldn't recognise without my glasses. So I didn't 
manage to show her my Instagram profile. 

-“T can't get in right now. You go to Instagram; I'll find you my 
artist profile.” 
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It never came to that. She looked at a man who was greeting me. 

-“My Instagram profile is called ...”, I said. Smiling cheerfully 
with a polite, apologetic tone, the man replied: 

-“Sorry, I'm here with her. We're just about to leave.” 

With that, the two of them disappeared, talking in a foreign langu- 
age, obviously Persian. I have never experienced such apologetic po- 
liteness from a boyfriend or husband in Western countries. It seems 
very much like an after-effect of the prohibitions of revolutionary 
Islam, which were reversed during the rebellion. That's why I was 
treated so kindly in a situation that is actually a social taboo. 


I had obviously been visiting the wrong Christmas markets for a 
week, because nowhere else was the crowd so mixed and it was less 
difficult to start conversations. Elsewhere, it was almost exclusively 
closed groups and families, which requires a level of mastery to ap- 
proach that I probably won't be able to achieve for a long time. 


Purely social conversations go well; it's sexual selection that 
causes failure. In the evening, I had just had a snack in the Bikini buil- 
ding and had a roll, and wanted to practise successfully approaching 
people at the Breitscheidplatz Christmas market with fresh energy. 
When I left the Bikini Mall building, it had started to rain cold. Sud- 
denly the square was almost empty. There was no more to get here. 
The rain picked up, soaking my hat and coat, so I sought shelter under 
the eaves of the Christmas stalls. As a pale-skinned man seeking 
shelter, I was not welcomed by a committee of lustful blondes whose 
perverted empathy eluded me, raining down on the strangers they 
attracted. At least I managed to get to a booth with two young women 
who approached me in an enterprising manner: 

-“Can we offer you something to try?” 

I don't know what they can do, but they just did it. 

-“Thanks, that's very nice, but I'm boring: you can't sell anything 
to me.” 

-“You can take a free sample.” 

I looked at the row of bottles of alcohol. 

-“Thanks, but I don't drink alcohol.” 

-“Tt doesn't matter.” 
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-““We're having a rainy Christmas this year.” 

-““Yesterday we did.” 

-“T've already thought about taking a cold air blower with me. It'll 
freeze the raindrops as they fall.” 

-“That's a good idea. A bit of snow.” 

-“That would be much more Christmassy.” 

-““Atmospheric” 

-“Yes, but my idea has a catch: the cold blower freezes the falling 
drops to ice.” 

-“Hail is not so nice.” 

-“Exactly. I'd be better off scattering a few fine grains of dust in 
the stratosphere so that snowflakes slowly crystallise.” 

They both smiled. The rain had let up a little. We wished each 
other a happy festive season. 


As the onset of the rain had driven me away and most of the 
visitors had disappeared anyway, I headed for the covered side of the 
street. Three girls were standing there, a colourful glass bottle right 
between the feet of two of the girls, who were looking at each other 
over the bottle. Flirtmeister ER has demonstrated in YouTube videos, 
and also told me personally when I was still making films for him, that 
local girls would be easy to approach. It would be advantageous to 
start a casual conversation with topics such as partying, drinks, especi- 
ally alcoholic ones, and to sexualise them later. They should feel that 
the man doesn't mind, doesn't judge them for it, and is open to casual 
behaviour and fun. You can say a lot of things in jest that you are not 
allowed to say seriously. Now I tried to do what HJ and Ej were 
doing, but immediately got tangled up. 

-“You look like you're going to a party or celebrating,” I began as 
I simply stepped up to them and stopped. 

-“Not that,” one of them denied. 

-“You have a colourful bottle between you. That looks like a 
party.” 

-“There's no alcohol in it. Alcohol is haram,” one of the girls 
instructed me. 

Oh dear. Missed the mark again. Or was that a ploy to get rid of 
me? 
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-““What have you got in the bottle?” 
-“Water. Bye,” I was bid a less friendly farewell. I've never seen 
water in such a colourful and party-shaped glass bottle before. 


At least I'm getting to know the foreign country I was born in. 


I went back in my new clothes because I thought there would be a 
more receptive (or receptive) audience in the evening, but I was wrong. 
Almost all the stalls were closed and there was nothing going on. I re- 
turned home without having achieved anything. 


Train: A conductor with red reindeer antlers: 

-“Ticket please” 

-“Oh, with moose antlers! Have I been good? Will I get a pre- 
sent?” 

-“You're on the train and you can travel.” 

-“After all, that's not a given in Berlin.” 

-“Not in the last few days.” 


) 5 % MA N N E R fq) raile acd oii des modernen Single-Mannes... 
va\\\\ 
SS drik Mati 


- 
«95% Men fail / The sad path of the modern single man..., Dating 
coach Hy. December 2023) 


95% of men will fail, say many successful flirting teachers. Even 
with the song “Je t'aime — mois non plus” (“I love you — nor do I’’) by 
the notorious sexual liberator Serge Gainsburg, singles who never 
found a woman despite the 1969 moaning racket and remained single 
speak out — or precisely because of the sexual revolution that Serge 
was pursuing with compositions that had the purpose of seducing the 
songstress despite his unattractive appearance, which he even suc- 
ceeded in doing with the blonde sex icon of the time, Brigitte Bardot, 
and then Jane Birkin. 
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«i always burst out in tears when I listen to this wonderful song. 
Not everybody gets to experience passion. I guess it's one of the best 
things in life, for the lucky ones that have the possibility to find a 
desirable partner.» (@tony...) 

«Some never experience love from a woman, never.» (@rascal...) 
Serge Gainsbourg & Jane Birkin - Je t'aime... moi non plus/Original 


videoclip (Fontana 1969) 


O~ 
22.500 Abonnenten 
& ~ 4 129.572 OD A> Teilen  Herunterladen S€ Clip 


12.825.567 Aufrufe 05.06.2012 
i found this videoclip in my archive without sound,so i restored it and the quality is amazing! 
Look,listen and enjoy ;-) 


@tonydesmet7389 vor 5 Monaten 

| always burst out in tears when | listen to this wonderful song. Not everybody gets to 
experience passion. | guess it's one of the best things in life, for the lucky ones that have 
the possibility to find a desirable partner. 


(5 114 GJ Antworten 


“ 1 Antwort 
© @rascal211 vor 8 Tagen (bearbeitet) 
Some never experience love from a woman, never. 


ie) ch Antworten 


@nigefal vor 5 Monaten 

Serge was very clever not the best looking fella in the world but wrote songs to bang the 
women who sung with him. 

First Bardot then Birkin! 


«Serge was very clever not the best looking fella in the world but 
wrote songs to bang the women who sung with him. First Bardot then 
Birkin!» (nigefal) 


His pose of the sexual revolutionary was cheered at the time by 
the same circles that would prefer to ‘cancel’ him posthumously for 
‘abusive offences’. This witch-hunt against male sexuality and dissen- 
ters is to be condemned, but that does not mean that the sexual revolu- 
tionary was right. He has prepared the ground for today's grievances, 
where a few alpha males, who are allowed to be stupid but have charis- 
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ma, can fuck almost all girls and women, whereas 95% of men have no 
chance and many become incels. Ultimately, both the idol, who today 
is posthumously accused of abuse, but who is also revered as an artist 
and revolutionary, and the feminist woke mental terrorists, belong to 
the same aberration. Both are stages and part of the cultural revolution 
that has caused today's misfortune. 


For this reason, it was justified to ban his song in almost every 
country in the world in 1969. Only the reasoning was wrong: sexual in- 
nuendo and staged noises are not a serious problem, as moralists 
thought at the time. Rather, the problem lies in what is still celebrated 
today: An unleashing of primeval instincts that, with the simultaneous 
collapse and disappearance of compensatory human culture — an unu- 
sual circumstance not foreseen by evolution — give girls and women of 
fertile age sole and total power of choice over men, which becomes a 
psychological and sexual terror against a broad majority of men — 
perhaps soon even 95 per cent of them. These primeval instincts make 
it possible to oppress a large majority of men. 

Their additional twisting through perversions causes mental cruel- 
ties against men and hysteria without end, from the promotion of hete- 
rophobic and male-hostile infertile tendencies to the bringing in of 
foreign men from distant continents by the millions, which further 
replaces our men, turns even more of them into incels, and moreover 
wipes out the culture's peoples like the Y chromosomes of the Nean- 
derthals. The balance and trust of both sexes is destroyed. The entire 
culture collapses. 

On the plus side, Serge Gainsbourg managed to snack on Brigitte 
Bardot with his moaning rag, then Jane Birkin. Congratulations! I am 
also a poet, probably better and mentally sharper than the philanderer 
Gainsbourg, and would also like to be successful with girls. But 
nobody sees the hundreds of millions of male losers, nobody pays 
attention to them, they receive scorn instead of regret, support and 
solidarity. That's how unfair the cultural revolutionary society is. 


In sexuality, too, everything now serves the woman alone to pro- 
vide her with satisfaction, whereas the fulfilment of a man's life has 
become unworthy of consideration, and that of the 95% male losers, 
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perhaps even incels in future, even more so. With militant rage, every 
desire of domestic, white, heterosexual male incels and other losers is 
crushed by the mob of feminist society. All the feminist battle phrases 
from ‘patriarchal‘ to ‘oppression of women’ and ‘women as sex ob- 
jects’ are deployed to ensure that women have all sexual rights, while 
men have none, are purely an object at the disposal of childishly reac- 
ting girls with narcissistic personality disorders who follow primeval 
instincts which they themselves do not understand. 


@leomariamandy007 vor 5 Monaten 
&. "Je t'aime... moi non plus", has been hailed (and derided) as the most erotic song of all time. 
Serge Gainsbourg originally wrote “Je t'aime... moi non plus” in order to seduce Brigitte Bardot. 
Bardot said it was “the most beautiful love song one can imagine”. 
The song was released in February 1969. Many European radio stations banned it from being 
played before 11pm — mostly because of the song's culmination in a simulated female orgasm. 
*The idea of a man being focused on bringing his female partner to orgasm was radical. It's a 
sort of unselfishness in love, a man prioritizing his partner's pleasure, of letting her tell him when 
she's ready. It's about both partners having a beautiful experience together, rather than anything 
crass. A womans pleasure is a beautiful thing and to be celebrated in and of itself. That must 
have been pretty radical at the time — in many ways it still is.* 
French English 
Jane: Je t'aime, je taime Jane: | love you, | love you 
Oui je t'aime Oh yes, | love you 
Serge: Moinonplus Serge: Me neither 
Jane: Oh mon amour Jane: Oh my love 
Serge: Comme la vague irrésolue Serge: Like a vacillating wave 
Je vais, je vais et je viens | go, 1 come and! go 
Entretes reins Inside of you 
Je vais et je viens | come and | go 
Entretesreins Inside of you 
Etjemeretiens And! hold myself back 
Jane: Je t'aime, je taime Jane: | love you, | love you 
Oh oui, je t'aime Oh yes, | love you 
Serge: Moinonplus Serge: Me neither 
Jane: Oh mon amour Jane: Oh my love 
Tuestlavague You are the wave 
Moi, I'ile nue I'm a desert island 
Tu vas, tu vas ettu viens You go, you come and you go 
Entre mes reins Inside of me 
Tu vas et tu viens You come and you go 
Entre mes reins _ Inside of me 


The pleasure principle makes neurotic and hostile to men. 

The attitude of being fixated on women's lust, which was praised 
as ‘radical’ on YouTube above, was indeed radical at the time. It is as if 
moralists instinctively or unconsciously sensed that something harmful 
was coming their way. However, the problem was not so much sex or 
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lust, but rather the fixation on women that degraded men, turned them 
into incels and losers, and prepared the ground for feminism. Moralists 
had reason to worry, just no conscious, reasonable or rational idea of 
the reason why such content was harmful, so they mistakenly assumed 
a violation of sexual morality, which is a false and inadequate justifica- 
tion. Sexual morality is constantly in flux, and probably never more so 
than in 1967, when this song was written, which was first moaned by 
Brigitte Bardot, who, shortly after her fling with Serge Gainsbourg, 
had caught and married a much richer and more lucrative fish. In order 
not to hurt her new husband or jeopardise her marriage, she forbade 
publication. This is the reason for the delay in its release until February 
1969, because Serge Gainsbourg had to find another attractive thrush 
who was prepared to release a song that was so scandalous at the time 
and could have damaged her career. 


The melody is rudimentary at best and not particularly beautiful. 
The hit, which made it to number one in the hit parades in some coun- 
tries even before it was banned, was only carried by the skilful droning 
organ playing, which masks the lack of real melody with full, catchy 
roaring sounds, and the moaning of the singers, especially the female 
singer, as well as the cleverly ambiguous, offensive lyrics. -“I love 
you” — “Neither do I” is absurd, supposedly inspired by the surrealist 
Salvador Dali: 

-“Picasso is a communist. Neither am I.” 


27.12.2023 

Today I went to the Christmas market later. On the one hand, I 
didn't finish in time, on the other hand, I wanted to try it in the eve- 
ning, when young people were either going home or going out, as the 
target audience — mostly young, unmarried women — was pretty thin on 
the ground at the Christmas market, or travelling in fixed cliques. 


I made my rounds, moseying around in the here and now, except 
for occasional daydreams of flirtations that never work out so well in 
reality, absorbing impressions, sounds and lights, hearing snippets of 
conversation around me, the sound of their voice, letting myself be 
drawn into their world, into their mood and perspective. Otherwise my 
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perception and realisation of the world is light years away from others 
— the experience of a loser shatters many common illusions, others my 
mind spanning centuries. This is my mental strength, to live in my own 
world of logic and emotion, but girls punish it cruelly as they are inca- 
pable of understanding me. Flirting teachers preach that women want 
to impress men and let men draw them into their world. That may be 
true. But the mistake is that they are not impressed by me because they 
cannot understand my gifts. That's why I experience contempt, they 
don't allow themselves to be drawn into my world. If girls had emotio- 
nal respect for me, it would be child's play, but with repulsive, stone- 
walling contempt, nothing works. 


Not a single girl in the aisles of the Christmas market. The few of 
them had at least one friend or their family with them and were chat- 
ting so animatedly that I would have been even more embarrassed than 
I already was if I had tried to penetrate their circle of family or friends. 
Maybe a YouTube flirting teacher can do that, but I can't. At one point 
I saw a girl walking alone twice, but too fast, with a Woyzeck feeling; 
they weren't strolling through the market either, but just crossing it on 
their shortcut route, hurrying between two stalls and crossing the main 
street. 


Past the police van, from which we good citizens were constantly 
being watched because a not-so-good non-citizen drove in with a 
heavy lorry years ago, which the stationary police van can't prevent 
either — you monitor the good citizens because you're not able to do 
anything about those who threaten them — I left the area in the directi- 
on of Kurfiirstendamm. Perhaps it would be easier to approach the 
girls strolling at a distance here than in the crowd. 


Eventually, I saw two girls in front of me who I don't really think 
are chic. But I don't care; I need a good experience and want to get to 
know different worlds in order to know what this world is like. The 
one on my side was fat, had bright red lipstick with something in it that 
stuck out like a little knob. Her hair was unevenly dyed a rusty red 
colour. So not a beauty, but perhaps more approachable? I caught up 
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and waited until I was two metres in front of them. Still, she was 
startled at first. 

-“Your hair is as red as a sunset,” I said to her. 

After her initial slight flinch, she relaxed at my smile. 

-““We don't speak German.” or “We don't understand.” 

-“Do you speak English?” I switched to English and repeated my 
observation about her hair and evening blush. She didn't thank me with 
words, but looked a little flattered. 

-“Did you have a nice Christmas?” 

“Yes” 

-“Are you going to the Christmas market or are you going to a 
party?” I tried to follow the example and recommendations of the flir- 
ting teacher. 

-““We're going home.” 

-‘“What have you done?” 

Nothing. 

“Where have you been?” 

No answer. 

“Tf you're going home, you must have been somewhere.” 

Nada. Niente. End. 


«Women Ignore The Good Guys» (Tamara, JustPearlyThings) 


“Frauen ignorieren die guten Manner" - DAS musst du dartiber wissen 
(JustPearlyThings) 


184,187 Aufrufe + vor 1 Jahr 


@ TAMARA @ 


In diesem Video reagiere ich auf ein Video von JustPearlyThings und spreche dartiber, warum Frauen die "guten Manner 


JustPoarlyThings 


i x 

I fled the scene of my awkward defeat. If girls don't answer 
cleverly, the man is disgraced. It's always the man's fault, the loser's. 
That's the way it is in our society. Hostility towards men? Doesn't 
exist! Hostility towards your own, white, heterosexual men? Does not 
exist. There is categorically no hostility towards white, heterosexual 
male losers. The only stupid thing is that these losers constantly expe- 
rience this non-existent hostility everywhere: on the Internet, when 
they are rejected by publishers, in the media, where they are ridiculed, 
rejected and accused of being a pathetic wretch who is of course to 
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blame, and when they are constantly turned down by girls, at all levels 
of life. 


Men Are Human @ @men_are human : 4h 


"Misandry isn't real" is a self debunking argument. 


| hate men all of them that includes gay 
AND trans men because they're real men 
and | hate men 
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saw nothing new live Eollow 


ndry isn’t real, i hope this helps 


lenore/frankieiil@l 110 
«I hate men all of them that includes gay AND trans men because 
they're real men and I hate men» (replying to lipssoscarlet 14. Dec. 23) 
«Misandry isn't real, i hope this helps» (replying to lipssoscarlet 
14. Dec 23) 


Very strange that a non-existent hostility is so omnipresent and 
total in all areas of a local male loser's life. 

When I can't walk on the streets, including the elegant Kurfiir- 
stendamm, I run back into the field of vision of the police, whose car is 
not parked outside to recognise heavy vehicles approaching in time, 
but has a view of the pedestrian alley. A woman in a huge red coat with 
a red cap of exactly the same colour on her head, whom I had already 
seen on my previous round, walked past me. She seemed to have been 
doing her rounds alone the whole time. I took my time. It wasn't until 
there were a few people behind us, the girls at the table with drinks 
chatting too animatedly to be open to a stranger approaching them, that 
I started to catch up to speak to her. We were still in the line of sight of 
the police car, but already far away. 

-“You're dressed all in red,” I opened up. 
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The woman, who was still reasonably young but had long since 
passed her youthful age, looked but didn't answer. Well, if the girls 
keep quiet about me, but more mature women do too, then it really is 
hopeless. 

“All you need now is a sack of presents on your back and you can 
come here as Father Christmas,” I tried to tease lightly. Women suppo- 
sedly like that — but only when the flirt master does it, not when I do it. 
The few winners are allowed to do it and are praised and loved for it, 
the many losers are not allowed to do it and are seen as troublemakers. 
After all, I think I heard a quiet laugh or smile. Last attempt: 

“Are you doing laps of the Christmas market?” 

No doubt it was true, because I had seen her doing it half an hour 
ago. 

-“Just having a look.” 

Then silence. 


I slowly let myself glide through the lights and sounds. Three 
times in a row, people stepped on my heels. Travelling with children, 
family or friends, they paid no attention to the people in front of them. 
Sure, I walked slowly, but this isn't a motorway, it's a Christmas mar- 
ket. Even on roads, the saying goes: “It's your fault if you rear-end.” 
Only cars have mirrors to look behind them. As a pedestrian, I don't 
have a mirror and can't possibly see when others step too close behind 
my back. Apart from one girl, none of them apologised. 


After so many failures, I didn't see any chance of success here and 
returned to the early evening streets. 

Girls and young women were rare, or walked in groups, which I 
can hardly approach successfully in my condition because they don't 
even stop. Then I saw two girls with paper bags from fashion shops 
standing at the side of the road. It's now or never! They are already 
standing and my current problem is that I can hardly ever stop girls for 
a chat. 

-“You look like some last-minute Christmas shopping,” I began. 

-““Something like that.” 

-“Did you get yourselves something that was missing?” 
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No answer. 

“Did you have a nice Christmas?” 

-“Jo” 

Although they smiled, appearing girlish and sweet, it was hard to 
interpret, could also be hesitation or embarrassment if my age didn't fit 
into their prey scheme, so a nice demeanour remains useless. 

-““Are you going on a Christmas market stroll, or what are you up 
to?” 

That ambiguous smile again. 

-““We have to go now.” 

With that, they turned towards the pavement, but still looked me 
in the eye. I don't know if a master could turn this around, much less 
how. It's been like this for 50 years now. All these years, every day, all 
the supposed, invented ailments of girls have been built up into major 
problems, radically one-sided measures have been taken, while real 
hurdles experienced by men have been totally ignored, men have been 
silenced, ignored, excluded from the media and the literary world. No 
contemporary can imagine that. Nobody in this world realises what it 
means. I hope for future times and more sensible people who can 
understand what kind of shit was going on in our era. 
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Insights emerging from everyday life 
28.12.2023 


My lines of argument on perversions are partly rooted in those of the 
‘silent majority’ of conservative women of the 1970s, who were a 
backbone of the CDU before Helmut Kohl betrayed them and conser- 
vative values, pandered to the radical feminists established during the 
social-liberal coalition, and made gender mainstreaming the main goal 
of now also pseudo-‘conservative’ politics. It almost seems as if one of 
the conditions of the FDP, which broke with the social-liberal coalition 
during a legislative period and switched to the CDU, was not to touch 
certain decisions that had been supported by the FDP. These probably 
included the establishment of radical feminist forces, the one-sided fa- 
vouring of women that was already tending towards gender mainstrea- 
ming, which broke up the last remnants of traditional sex complemen- 
tarity, the catastrophe of the century that was the family law reform, 
which was praised as a ‘one-in-a-century-masterpiece’ just as grandly 
as today, the Eastern treaties and several other disasters that SPD chan- 
cellors had left us. 


I remember how the radical left-wing minority of students, who 
were already dominant at the time, shouted out, called the FDP ‘trai- 
tors’ and referred to Helmut Kohl only as a ‘pear’, which they thought 
was very funny and clever — they imagined they were clever because 
they used insults instead of arguments, as they do against the AfD 
today. Supposed conservatives and the Pope had already been dehuma- 
nised. The radical, rage-fuelled mentality of the 1968 student rebellion, 
which was a cultural revolution with more consequences than many 
bloody revolutions to this day, was already shaping the politically voci- 
ferous extremist groups that have set the tone from 1968 to the present 
day. Their reaction was similar to the ‘woke’ circles today when Presi- 
dent Trump was elected in 2016. This brings us back to the topic of po- 
liticised perversion, because a social, emotional and often sexual per- 
version shapes large sections of entire generations, becomes politicised 
and then leads to an inability to accept dissenting opposition or to ac- 
cept dissenters in government. 
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The differences between the 1970s and the 2020s are at most 
gradual. The essential characteristics of woke dictatorship of attitudes 
were already established in 1968. 


Once again I travelled to the metropolis to practise flirting in or- 
der to turn from a loser into a humanly successful man. There is a con- 
tradiction between good literature or honest recording and concentra- 
ted practice for the best possible learning success. If I concentrate all 
my energy on one focal point, improving and mastering flirting, I for- 
get many details that get lost in the multitude of attempts. However, if 
I take notes promptly, not forgetting anything, reproducing reality 
unadulterated, as if I had secretly made a video and audio recording, 
then I lose a large part of my precious time for the training ground: 
today it was 1’4 hours that the writing down took away from the at- 
tempts to allure. 


On the outward journey on the S-Bahn, as is usually the case 
everywhere, there were numerous men™ who have been lured by the 
millions from the big wide world by our faithful government, let in and 
naturalised. The resulting indigenous incels are evil failures who are 
themselves to blame for everything, including the fact that our benevo- 
lent and super-smart rulers have already made them redundant. I'm not 
allowed to write that, of course, because elementary logic is too much 
for woke know-it-alls who want to bless humanity as know-all as Pol 
Pot or Stalin. 


Since I don't feel comfortable being watched by many of these 
men™ in my clumsy attempts at flirting, or by more successful men 
for that matter, nor do I want to give them ideas that they can realise 
more successfully with their hunting or killing instinct than I, who lack 
this instinct, I walked to the end of the S-Bahn carriage, where I sat 
down opposite a young woman with suitcases.” 

-“Ah, are you making a Christmas visit?” 

-“T'm just returning from Christmas at home in Bavaria.” 

-“What are you doing here?” 

-“T work here and moved here.” 

-“How do you like Berlin?” 
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-“Good. And you?” 

-“Opinions about Berlin are divided.” 

-“Some don't think it's so great.” 

-“Opinions are divided: Some say Berlin is great for a holiday or 
parties, others say it's broken.” 

-“That's another side. It's broken too.” 

-“What are you doing?” 

-“T'm more with friends. I have nothing to do with parties and the 
other side. I've lived here for 10 years now.” 

She then got off at the first stop with the usual farewell greetings. 
“Have a nice time...” 


Due to a mixture of being rusty at my first attempt of the day on 
the street, shyness and anticipation of a call from my possibly future 
new flirting teacher, I failed at the Schénhauser Allee S-Bahn exit by 
not speaking to several beautiful girls standing outside the station, 
staring at their phones or traipsing slowly with fashion shopping bags. 
Then I learnt that the flirting teacher, with only a year and a half's ex- 
perience but above-average costs, didn't want to call me until tomor- 
row. Supposedly he could get me in shape in three months so that I 
could have two or three successful ‘dates’ a week with the girls and 
women I liked. Maybe it won't work at my age or with my unathletic 
body. As soon as I've paid hefty sums of money, the air could be out, 
like with the show-off in Las Vegas who thinks he's a didactic genius, 
but in fact didn't even teach me elementary technical basics for a 
fortnight. All he did was send us out several times a day to approach 
girls so that we would learn on our own. I don't need an expensive ‘im- 
mersion bootcamp’ for several thousands dollars for that. Some people 
just want the best of me: my money! 


I don't want to grumble; high prices are common and the local 
flirting professor offers a comprehensive overall package including 
style advice. However, I can't use some of it and I don't have enough 
time in the summer to go through the course in one go. However, the 
offer only applies to a standard that may suit many, but unfortunately 
not so much in my situation. 
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On the way, I began to shake off my shyness by simply greeting 
and talking to girls on the street at 5 o'clock in the afternoon, when it's 
already dark in the height of winter. I put myself in a confident good 
mood and smiled. 

-“You're dressed all in white.” 

-“Yes,” she looked questioning or sceptical, although my face was 
smiling broadly. 

-“Even your handbag is white.” 

“Yes” 

Despite a good distance of about three metres, an upright posture 
and a subrident expression, she ran off across the large road before I 
could compare her to a snowman. I walked on, but then crossed the 
road myself because I had turned round for her, so I was walking past 
the same shops and people for the second time, which might seem 
strange to them, especially as I intended to spin around again. I thought 
the old ‘Kultur’brewery was still hosting the Christmas market today. I 
was here to visit it. 


So I zigzagged across the street towards what I assumed were 
stalls with more young women and a cheap food stall. A woman in a 
miniskirt and stockings darted towards me. 

-“You look like you're going to a party,” I said, beaming again. 

-“Not that” 

-“Did you have a good Christmas?” 

“Yes” 

-““What are you up to right now?” 

-“T have to get going, I'm meeting friends.” 

She was gone again. Once again I changed sides of the street and 
found the old brewery deserted. A girl was standing behind the 
entrance, staring at the god of the era, her phone. 

-“Hey.” She looked very briefly. 

“Ts the Christmas market over yet?” 

No answer. She stood further away or walked away. There was a 
fairly large group of men sitting on the steps at the back. I don't know 
whether to insert the ™ sign or whether they were broken figures from 
my own society. Either way, it struck me as an uncomfortable neigh- 
bourhood. I turned off. 
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A young woman or girl — at my age such once sharp contours 
begin to dissolve — darted like Woyzeck towards that dark corner. Gen- 
derists might assign her today's ‘gender’ as a strapping South Tyrolean 
mountain lad, whose once masculine crotch is reminiscent of the now 
forbidden goose step. What may have been honed by drill and disci- 
pline in the Prussian military was once the natural, normal gait of 
young lads in the high valleys of the South Tyrolean Alps, who showed 
off their skills and masculinity by running up the mountains at a rapid, 
giant stride, so that we coastal flatlanders were unable to follow. Even 
normal, heterosexual girls today are beginning to resemble those 
hyper-masculine mountain lads with their gait. No wonder that normal 
emotional feelings and attachment are on the decline, as is heterosexu- 
al inclination, which is more malleable in women than in men. This 
may be an adaptation to the Stone Age, when there were four, five or 
sometimes even 17 mothers for every father. Well then, in broken Ber- 
lin, that girl would have been one of the better choices. I called out to 
her from a great distance: 

-“Ts the Christmas market no longer held here?” 

-““Maybe Alexanderplatz,” she shouted back, but then dashed off 
into that corner that seemed too dark for me. 


I only saw one stall left, closed, ready to be taken away. So I had 
to get back to Alexanderplatz as quickly as possible to avoid wasting 
any more time. I took a shortcut that took me past a girl with a beige 
coat and hair who was staring at her phone. I think the film title “The 
Men Who Stare at Goats” was stupid and misleading; it should have 
been “Women Staring at Telephones” instead. It seems to me that this 
is the favourite pastime of the female population of a fertile age. 


Well then, I didn't dare speak to her, but I was lucky because she 
usually turned her back on me and probably didn't see me or my hesi- 
tation. The small disc held her attention. On the street, a smoker was 
puffing his nicotine plume into my lungs, so I quickly turned round 
and ran to avoid inhaling it. Lo and behold! I was heading in her direc- 
tion again. A wink of fate! The Norns had prophesied to me that I 
should approach it, just as they warned Wotan / Odin about the cursed 
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ring of power that would bring destruction to everyone, even the 
highest king of the gods. The curse had begun with the Rhinemaidens, 
who cruelly mocked Alberich's amorous courtship, played with him, 
but could not be caught, their slippery bodies submerged in the Rhine. 
The small disc held her attention. On the street, a smoker was huffing 
his nicotine plume towards my lungs, so I quickly turned round and ran 
to avoid inhaling it. Lo and behold! I was heading in their direction 
again. A finger branch of fate! The Norns had prophesied that I should 
approach it, just as they warned Wotan / Odin about the cursed ring of 
power that would bring destruction to everyone, even the highest king 
of the gods. 

The curse had begun with the Rhinemaidens, who cruelly mocked 
Alberich's amorous courtship, played with him, but could not be 
caught, their slippery bodies submerged in the Rhine. The aggrieved 
Alberich then decided, since he would not be lucky in love, to strive 
for gold and power instead, for which purpose he stole the Rhine 
daughters' Rhine gold and forged the ring of power and the cloak of 
invisibility from it. When the cunning Loki, not a god of the Asen tribe 
but of the Wanen, always fond of dangerous and sometimes disastrous 
pranks, snatched the ring and the cloaking mask from him together 
with Odin by tempting him to make a tactical mistake with flattering 
speeches, Alberich cursed his work, the ring of power. From then on, 
anyone who wore it, his stolen work, would be cursed, bringing him 
inescapable ruin and death. Yet the daughters of the Rhine lamented for 
their stolen gold and seemed to swear that this curse would only be 
lifted if the stolen Rhine gold was returned to them. 


Well then, was the daughter not of the Rhine, but of the Baltic, as 
I would later realise, still there? Well, there she is! Dear three Norns, 
past, present and future, Urd, Verdandi and Skuld, what became (Urd), 
what is becoming (Werdendi), and what is to become (Skuld, which 
Christian missionaries reinterpreted as guilt, because the Germanic 
tribes had no word for guilt, thus no concept), please weave fruitful 
fulfilment for me into your web that determines the course of the 
world. All right, I admit that this myth is a conspiracy theory. Dear 
fact-twisters and censors of the Amadeu Antonio Foundation and other 
semi-privatised ministries of truth, the network of the Norns has not 
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been scientifically proven and is therefore a highly suspect conspiracy 
theory, and because it is Germanic, it is right-wing radical and also 
suspected of being Nazi. Don't read Deichmohle, because he claimed 
that the Norns are real, which proves that Jan Deichmohle is a highly 
suspect conspiracy theorist who is not afraid to use two thousand year 
old myths when describing a flirtation attempt. Hah! Now Jan has got 
it wrong again. Can he prove that these myths already existed two 
thousand years ago? The oldest written sources date back to the High 
Middle Ages in Iceland. You see, this Jan has the wrong education. 
Until he realises that Otto the First was a black lesbian woman, we 
advise against reading his trashy works. 


The girl was still standing in the same place with the same mobile 
telephone in her hand. Have I expressed myself old-fashioned enough? 
There you go. Now that the ‘woke’ readers have been scared off, I can 
talk normally again. This time she saw me coming. 

-“You look so relaxed.” I stole the line, as well as the posture, 
from His YouTube Christmas video, who incidentally rejected me as a 
flirting student ‘for several reasons’. If I remember correctly, I was too 
old for him, lived in the wrong city and didn't suit him; I should look 
for another flirting teacher in the neighbourhood. That's what he told 
me in the client interview I had with him. Not every flirting student is 
accepted. It's like at famous universities in the USA and UK: not only 
do you have to pay a lot of money to be allowed to study at Oxbridge, 
Havard & Co, then later be sent off with a useless degree in gender 
wokeism and a mountain of debt, but you also have to show dazzling 
grades or pass difficult entrance exams. In short: The best flirting stu- 
dent is one who doesn't need flirting school. It's just like in real life. 


Time loop as in dream recall: This time she saw me coming. 
-“You look so relaxed,” I said in a voice that I thought was relaxed and 
masculine. 

-“Yes,” she replied relaxed. She was obviously also making an 
effort to speak in a relaxed manner because of my instructions. 

-“Did you have a happy holiday?” 

-“Yes, it was nice.” 
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-“T was just about to go to the Christmas market here. But it's not 
happening anymore.” 

-““Maybe at Alex.” 

-““And what are you doing?” 

-“T'm waiting for a friend.” 

-“Your beige coat goes well with your beige hair." 

-“Thank you” 

-““What do you do, study or work?” 

-“T work in a hospital.” 

-“That's good. You mother sick people and nurse them back to 
health.” 

-“T work in a children's hospital.” 

-“Oh, when the little ones have been romping around too much, 
you patch them up.” 

-“T'm in the premature baby department.” 

-“Very good. Babies are something special. You accompany them 
into life.” 

-““So to speak. And what do you do?” 

-“Oh, lots of things. I studied maths and was a nerd. Now I've 
turned my hobby into a profession and write books.” 

-” That's very nice.” 

-” Yes, that's nice. What else do you do when you're not working?” 

-“Sport, meeting friends.” 

-“T do more mental sports. Do you want to go out, go to a party?” 

Flirting instructors claim that casual conversations with girls are a 
good thing. But sometimes it doesn't fit, like here. 

-“Don't party like that. What do you like to do?” 

-“T like travelling in winter.” 

-“To the tropics?” 

-“Yes, where it's warm. You don't need to look after trees in win- 
ter. With my stature, long and thin, the Arctic cold is not for me.” 

I pulled out my handkerchief, not to snort, but to dry the bottom 
of my nose because a drop was threatening to form. 

-“Don't worry, it's not a cold, just the cold. As soon as it gets 
warm around me, it'll stop.” 

-“Then warm areas are recommended.” 

-““Are you more of a family woman or an adventurous woman?" 
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I had learnt and picked up this question from YouTube videos by 
flirting instructors; unfortunately, what works brilliantly for the mas- 
ters doesn't work for me. 

-“Tt's hard to say. A mixture of everything.” 

-““As a family woman you look after premature babies, as an 
adventurous woman you travel?” 

-““Something like that.” 

-“Do you have children?” 

-“None yet.” 

-“How many children do you want?” 

-“Don't know how life plays out.” 

At this point, I didn't have the courage to say something like ‘Our 
children will have beautiful eyes’. The necessary playful and fun ‘vibe’ 
was missing. In a factual conversation, it comes across as slightly ali- 
enating or intrusive, in English: ‘creepy’. Flirt masters can do this at 
the right time, but I would fail and put them off. 

-“Neanderthals had slightly bigger brains than us, although they 
were smaller but stockier. They differed in the brains of their children, 
which couldn't grow after birth like they do in modern humans. A 
larger head would not have fitted through at birth. This put them at a 
disadvantage. In humans, children are born very immature and have to 
learn everything first, whereas animals can often walk shortly after 
birth. Animals are therefore bound by instinct, whereas human brains 
can learn much more freely. That's our advantage.” 

Not exactly at this point, but during our conversation, I asked: 
-“You're looking to the side like that. Am I irritating you?” 

-“No, I just don't know which direction my friend is coming 
from.” 

That's why she had been looking at both ways in turn. At some 
point she asked: 

-“Do you live in Berlin?” 

-“T moved here for work. I'm originally from the North Sea.” 

-“T'm from the Baltic Sea. It's very similar.” 

-“Yes, people and dialects are very similar. Unfortunately, I didn't 
learn Platt anymore.” 

-“Tt's almost dying out. I don't speak it either, but I understand it.” 
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-“There was a plaque on a school friend's grandmother's house: 
«God created time. He said nothing about hie / haste.» Or something 
like that.” (“Gott hett schapen de Tid. Vun Iele hett he nix seggt.”’) 

-“That's a nice saying.” 

-“Yes, I found it on Wangerooge the other day, but already trans- 
lated into High German. Low German used to be a cultural language. 
In the days of the Hanseatic League, the Bremen Council met in Platt. 
Citizens and farmers spoke it. Till Eulenspiegel's puns were understood 
in the Netherlands as well as in northern Germany. You have to com- 
prehend well to grasp puns. The languages only separated 500 years 
ago.” 

-“That's why we understand Dutch so easily.” 

Now I took care, as I had learnt to do, so that the incoming female 
friend wouldn't blow the opportunity. 

-“Before your friend arrives: if you're not going out with her, we 
should continue the nice chat and have a cup of tea.” 

-“T can't tonight.” 

-“T can't do it tonight either,” I tried to create a tightly timed im- 
pression, as successful masters taught me. If you can do it straight 
away, you look needy, which is pretty much the most repellent factor 
for women. “In the days leading up to New Year, I could arrange it 
sometime.” 

-“Probably not” 

There it is again, the block, like after every good and deep 
conversation. For the last 50 years, I've been kicked out of here and 
never got any further. The devil understands women; male losers don't 
stand a chance. 

-“We'll do something together when you have time. Are you on 
WhatsApp or Telegram?” 

-“T don't give it out like that.” 

-“You send me a message and we'll have tea.” 

-“T don't think so.” 

-““Are you worried because I'm a stranger?” 

-“Yes, but” 

-““At least you have a yes, that's better than having a no.” I tried to 
make a joke out of it. 
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-“Yes, that's right. Have a nice evening...” she threw me out of the 
conversation. Always this unspeakable being waved off never to be 
seen again. 


Today I saw a lot of Arabs on the road, especially with local girls. 
The pictures pile up so much that they start to hurt, become more and 
more painful. I didn't used to care, I didn't think anything of it. I once 
travelled away from the Finkenbach Festival with a local woman and 
her Jamaican boyfriend; at the time it was completely normal, I had no 
idea that anything could be wrong. But since my earliest youth I had 
experienced pernicious things without seeing any connection. After all, 
we had all been brought up like that after the war. As a pupil, we had 
visited Cologne on a school trip, where a girl went out with me for the 
first and last time in my life. I was still completely inexperienced in 
dancing and had no idea about discos. She took me to an African disco, 
which was already very fashionable with girls like me back then, 
around 1972. It was mainly men from Africa who hung out there, the 
younger diaspora, so to speak. Girls were outnumbered. I tried to 
dance with the girl, but I was awkward. The african music was 
unknown to me; I had never been to a disco and I couldn't compete 
with the sense of rhythm of experienced, confident men, especially the 
regulars. The music was loud too. My conversation with the girl died 
away; I hardly got a reply. When dancing, she also lost all interest in 
me, went away and was soon dancing with Africans. 


That was my first time going to a disco with girls and also my 
last. No one ever went out with me again. Later, I travelled to Ibiza. I 
described the events in my book: “Zeitzeuge: Reise nach Siiden” 
(“Contemporary Witness: Journey to the South’). It was my first book. 
I had taken an empty notebook with me and a lot of luggage. My lug- 
gage was stolen. I returned with only the notebook. There I met a 
rather ugly girl who lived in Ibiza. Initially she talked to me, but that 
ended the moment a Jamaican man spoke to her, immediately became 
physically confident and let her swing along, even though it was in the 
middle of the street. If I had done that, I would probably have been 
slapped in the face for ‘pushiness, typical chauvinist macho behaviour, 
I would probably believe that women are sexual objects and belong to 
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me. But I could refrain from that, now girls are emancipated and femi- 
nist’. That was the treatment we shy boys received. But men™ from 
other continents were allowed to do what we were always forbidden to 
do, so that I couldn't even learn it. 


I did not realise all this at the time. I experienced and suffered it 
again and again, for decades. I'm really not stupid and would have 
realised it much quicker without the anti-racist education, even in 
conservative circles, which created a moral and emotional mental 
block. If you don't want to be evil, you don't understand what's going 
on. After all, I was virtually acquainted with girls via MySpace and 
later Facebook. One of them wrote that she wanted to visit Jamaica and 
looked like a Rasta with her pigtails. I didn't understand what that 
meant and arranged to meet her for a holiday in Jamaica via Facebook. 
I got her flight details and booked a flight on the same plane. Fine, she 
said, then we'll meet on the plane. She then sat there during the flight, 
a Jamaican next to her, with whom she talked the whole time. I didn't 
dare intervene, assuming that it would be a failure because her interest 
in him was visibly greater than in me. I only greeted her when I got out 
of the plane and the two of them parted ways again. She said I should 
have come earlier, but now she was being picked up by friends. She 
then spent the holiday with her male Jamaican friends and I didn't 
speak to her again. Only once did I happen to see her out and about 
with one of her local male friends there and was ignored. 


During my youthful journey, which I described in “Zeitzeuge’’, I 
also travelled to Spain, Portugal and Morocco. Once I was in the tent 
of an Arab who had gathered many young people from Europe there. 
He was playing the big guy, with three young, pretty French girls in 
front of him. One man and three girls? I sat down next to them and 
spoke to one of them, who was sitting on the side facing away from 
him, while he talked to the girl next to him. Annoyed, he scolded me 
how I was behaving in his tent! They were his girls, he was talking to 
them and I was not allowed to interfere and should sit right at the back 
with the other (European) boys. To my astonishment, the three French 
girls accepted it without complaint, probably admiring him; I would 
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have expected them to react indignantly and realise what an unpleasant 
person they were talking to. 


As I sat at the back, I saw one of the burning candles go out. To 
make it burn properly again, I took some of the wax that had flowed 
out and had already solidified, bent it around the leak and the stream of 
liquid wax stopped. The Arab, to whom the three French girls were 
listening, immediately mocked me and sneered: 

-“We have a saying: whoever picks at a candle also pisses the 
bed!” 

That was his idea of justice: Three white French girls for the 
Arab, no girl for the budding German poet, public mockery instead. 
Why don't girls realise how crooked, spiteful and unfair this is? 

But no, for some unfathomable reason, girls were hostile to us 
native, shy and hapless boys, but found such men™ admirable. 

To my ears, that sounded like a burning injustice. He reserves for 
himself three beautiful French girls that no other boy is allowed to talk 
to, forbids me to speak to even one of them, who I have never had a 
girl, have always been turned down, never had a chance to learn. 

That was his way of sharing European girls: Three girls for the 
Arab, not a single girl for me. That bothered me, I wrote in my travel 
diary, but it was many years before I realised, against the moral block I 
had been brought up with, that it was not a matter of unfortunate 
coincidences, but that there was a system behind it. But as soon as I 
realised it, I was called a ‘racist’ by the woke mob. 


Once upon a time, nobody minded seeing Jimi Hendrix with local 
girls. In the meantime, the lifelong sexual humiliation caused by rejec- 
tion and millions of repressions has become a sexual genocide, which 
is also a demographic genosuicide due to the low birth rate of masculi- 
nised women shaped by feminism, the increasing insignificance of 
men in the lives of emancipated women, who systematically turn us 
away, which means androcide both sexually and demographically, has 
become so massive that it is natural, normal and vital to awaken sur- 
vival instincts that correspond to children being wary of strangers. It is 
neither evil nor regressive, but a necessary survival instinct without 
which we would die out. What cultural revolutionaries have systemati- 
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cally deprived us of since at least 1968 — or longer — was essential for 
survival. 


Survival instincts are vital; without them, either we individuals, a 
tribe, a people or even humanity will die out. Survival instincts are 
neither evil nor racist, but rather a necessary, logically explicable 
natural instinct. And this survival instinct makes me — today, but not in 
the past, before mass migration — feel intense pain, discomfort and 
dismay for every couple displacing me and us from man of even 
slightly darker body like Orientals with a native girl, because I am 
about to be wiped out a little more in future generations. Every 
additional such pair is like another nail in the coffin. No, this is not 
racist, but has become a question of one's own survival or extinction. 
The cultural revolutionary utopians and ideologues are to blame and 
bear responsibility for the fact that they have not improved the world, 
but have instead instigated a genocide, not eliminated ‘racism’, but on 
the contrary have awakened dormant instincts and created a new 
defence reaction necessary for survival, which did not exist before, and 
which even exceeds the strength of their supposed ‘racism’. It is not so 
much the naive people lured into the country, who were themselves the 
pawns of highly dangerous, pernicious utopias and ideologies, who are 
to blame, but above all the cultural revolutionaries and feminist nut- 
cases who have caused our situation. 


This does not change the fact that it has become a question of 
survival and a dignified, fulfilling life to compliment all of the surplus 
foreign men out of the country, which will cost a lot of money one last 
time, because they will hardly want to leave without remuneration. But 
this time even impoverishment is worth not being sexually cheated to 
death and dying childless. Since the 1960s, the Western nations have 
been internally destroyed and financially plundered by crazy woke ide- 
ologies. But the most important thing is to win back their own girls. 
Without natural relationships and reproduction, we will break down 
and die out. 


The Y chromosomes of the Neanderthals are completely extinct. 
Their contact with modern humans meant the demise of their males. 
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Only in the female line have small genetic remnants survived in Euro- 
pean and Asian peoples. According to DNA extracted from hair, bones 
or bog bodies, all Germanic peoples whose mortal remains have been 
analysed were blond. Both men and women had blonde hair colour. 
After a thousand years of once Germanic women screwing around or 
breeding with men of darker complexion, naturally blonde men are al- 
most completely extinct and naturally blonde girls are very rare. The 
pitiful remnants were instigated by today's propaganda to complete the 
extinction of our roots by interbreeding with men from foreign conti- 
nents, including Africa from the Orient to sub-Saharan sub-Saharan 
Africa. 


Ironically, in the fast food restaurant where I was writing down 
today's impressions before they vanished from my short-term memo- 
ry,“ an annoyed black African was sitting at the next table with his 
white girlfriend. 

-“But you know what I want!” he grumbled to her in an unplea- 
sant argumentative tone, “Besides, a second call would have sorted 
everything out!” 

-“T always go shopping on my own,” she replied. 

It went on like this for a while; I didn't hear and note everything. 
Eventually she got up in a bad mood and left; he followed. One girl 
less for the swelling millions of incels and losers. Meanwhile, there are 
masses of girls missing. Woke supporters of today's deplorables lack 
both any vestige of empathy for us and the capacity for elementary 
numerical logic. 


Two light-haired girls walked from Alex towards the Red Town 
Hall. (Our term is ‘Rede House’, although it is more of a house where 
good rede is missing.) 

-“Your hat looks like a giant snowflake.” 

They both laughed. They were in a good mood and responded to 
me in a friendlier and more open way than 99 times out of 100. 

“What language are you talking in? I didn't recognise it.” 

It sounded somewhat similar but different, something between 
Dutch and Scandinavian. 

-“Danish” 
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-“Oh, we're neighbours!” 

They smiled again in a friendly manner. I rarely experience that. 
Most of the time, girls don't react to me emotionally at all; I have to 
make an effort to tear every short answer out of them, which obviously 
can't result in good flirting. 

-“T'm from the North Sea. And you? North Sea or Baltic Sea?” 

-““Copenhagen” 

-“So Baltic Sea” 

-“Tsland” 

-““Are you the — How do you say it in English? — Mermaid from 
Copenhagen?” 

-““Mermaid” 

-“Exactly, you're the mermaid. I only didn't recognise you 
because of your hat!’ 

She smiled. 

-““What are you doing here? On holiday, studying?” 

-““Holiday” 

-“Oh nice, we can celebrate the New Year in Berlin.” 

-“Unfortunately, we're leaving tomorrow.” 

-““Too bad. (What a shame!) Otherwise we could celebrate New 
Year's Eve together.” 

-‘“We have to go up there now,” she said, continuing in German, 
“to the tower. Have a nice evening.” 

-“You too, happy New Year.” 


A girl at the Christmas market in front of the Red City Hall — 
literally and also politically — was at least unaccompanied. I turned 
round, but she left the market before I had gained on her. Just before 
Alex station, I had caught up with her at a distance, taking a turn so as 
not to look like someone chasing after her. 

“Your bag matches the colour of your coat and hair,” I praised the 
light-haired girl. 

-“Thank you” 

-““What are you up to right now?” 

-“T'm in a hurry.” She wanted to run away. I stopped, but conti- 
nued to speak to her with a smile. 

-““Are you in a hurry between Christmas and New Year?” 
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-“T have to dial, I want to call someone. Sorry,” she claimed and 
tapped her phone a few times, which seemed like an act to me. I 
absconded from the slightly embarrassing situation. 


A tall woman walked past me Under the Linden trees. She was 
still young, but of a more mature age, what would have been called a 
lady in the past. She was looking in the direction of the opera house, 
which is formally called the ‘Deutsche Oper’ but should more correctly 
be called the ‘Woke Oper’. I turned round and went up to her. 

-“Your white hat looks like Christmas snow.” 

She didn't understand. 

“English?” 

I translated; now she understood and pointed to her equally snow- 
white scarf. 

“What are you doing? Did you have a merry Christmas?” 

-“T'm just looking around.” 

-“Do you want to go to the opera?” I asked, because she was just 
turning towards the entrance and looking round. 

-“No, I want to go on. Happy New Year.” 


I went to take notes, partly in the cold on the railing of the under- 
ground entrance, my fingers getting clammy. From there, I travelled to 
the zoo to try my luck on Breitscheidplatz. But my luck was not in. It 
didn't offer me the chance to make women happy on the square of the 
wide vagina. I don't know whether it's waiting for a warrior's sword or 
for the warrior himself. It's hard to decide with old names. I hadn't yet 
reached the square where a group of young men™ of oriental origin 
were snapping group selfies not far from the wreaths of flowers, 
reminiscent of the aftermath of another, somewhat hasty visit. 
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joanna schroeder 
@y @iproposethis 


Just saw a video of two little girls playing a clapping game and singing 
the following lyrics: 


Don't be polite to men that creep you out (x2) 
Don't be polite to them, it's not your job to comfort men 
Don't be polite to men that creep you out 


And | have some BIG problems with it 


11:14 PM « Dec 27, 2023 - 6.3M Views 
Even small children are indoctrinated to be hostile to men. 


«Just saw a video of two little girls playing a clapping game and 
singing the following lyrics: 

“Don't be polite to men that creep you out (x2) 

Don't be polite to men, it's not your job to comfort men 

Don't be polite to men that creep you out” 

And I have some BIG problems with it» (Joanna, 27. Dez. 2023) 


Two girls were standing on the pavement between the cinema and 
the traffic lights, one wearing a Muslim headscarf, the other in white. 
White seems to be the second fashion after black, even before beige. I 
beamed at them — not the veiled one, your honour, I'm not that brave — 
and spoke at a good distance: 

-“Oh, all in white!” 

She took three steps back and behind her friend. 

-“T don't like you!” she replied loud and clear. 

-““What?” 

I didn't quite catch her second answer. It's completely pointless 
with such spiteful treatment. Such gratuitous impertinence towards 
local men is blatant even by our standards. 
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Femotherapie @femotherapie - th ove 
Der Femifaschismus hat sich langst zu Kindern durchgewuchert die dann 
im Jugendalter (re)traumatisiert werden, wenn man versucht, ihnen die 


Misandrie wegzunehmen, wodurch sie sich noch mehr an diese Ideologie 
klammern. 


SO joanna schroeder @iproposethis - Dec 27 


Just saw a video of two little girls playing a clapping game and singing 
the following lyrics: 


Don't be polite to men that creep you out (x2) 
Don't be polite to them, it's not your job to comfort men... 
«Femi-fascism has long since mushroomed into children who are 
(re-)traumatised in adolescence when attempts are made to take away 
their misandry, causing them to cling to this ideology even more.» 
(Femotherapie) 


Train back: A boorishly spoilt girl cackled with an oriental friend. 
Both are mass phenomena: the displacement in native girls by carriers 
of distant, foreign hereditary traits, which mixes us away and makes us 
die out, both through displacement crossbreeding and through lack of 
our own reproduction, and a corrupted mentality brought about by cul- 
tural-revolutionary miss-education. 


29.12.2023 

Berlin. A girl with partly green, partly light-coloured hair was 
standing at the traffic lights on Friedrichstrafe just after the station. 
When the light turned green, I came up next to her at a distance. I 
didn't let out a stupid come-on line of the same kind as ‘It's not just the 
traffic lights, your hair is green too’, since I spontaneously found an 
easier conversation starter: 

-“You seem to like books, you even read while walking.” 

-“But always. What else is there to do at a red light? Boring.” 

Well, I used to find it boring without maths; even typing program- 
mes on punch cards didn't seem abstract enough for me. We have 
something in common, but I don't know if this is a good thing, because 
it was male nerds or deep thinkers who got bored without books or 
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formulas. In a way, this trait may have displaced femininity in girls 
like her. Of course, I said nothing of the sort and didn't think about it 
during the conversation, but focussed on making a connection. 

-“You could also hear the noises and see the lights. But you 
probably already know them.” 

-“T'm here a lot. I know that.” 

-“You're a bookworm.” 

-“Yes, that's me.” 

-T'm a bookworm too.” Unfortunately, I didn't add the book 
writing right away. 

At that moment, telling -“Have a nice evening” she turned into 
the bookshop, where there are woke tendencies, but no books by me. 


I now walked along the catwalk for citizens called Friedrichstrabe 
one more time. In the area where the shopping centres begin, known as 
the ‘mall’ in Denglish, a girl with cherry-red painted lips was walking 
the other way. I turned round and caught up with her at the traffic 
lights, but kept a good distance to the side. Other people waiting for 
the green light stood between us. Two police cars drove past in front of 
us with a loud “Tatiitata”. There's always something going on. You 
could sneer that it's suspicious and conspicuous in Berlin if there's not 
a Tatiitata in the air. 

As we crossed the road, there were fewer people in between. So I 
managed on the first few metres of the big book store to get next to her 
at a good distance of two to three metres. 

-“There's quite something here...” I began. Like the impertinent 
girl yesterday, the woman immediately took a step further away in 
disgust and gesticulated an exaggerated wave with her hands. She told 
me to go away, out of her field of vision. Gross. Evil sentiments have 
been awakened here that poison encounters. An anti-male age has left 
its mark. 


All I could do was turn round and flee the place of hurtful embar- 
rassment. Shortly afterwards, a very young, blonde girl ran towards 
me, pushed next to her African boyfriend. Congratulations. We local 
men are treated like shit.We are humiliated into being incels and dying 
out losers. Distant men, for whom enough girls were born in their 
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countries of origin, are invited to millions with our tax money and fuck 
the sweet girls that we lack and are not allowed to have. The woke 
perpetrators of cruel abuses don't even understand the most elementary 
numerical relations that every fifth-grader should understand. 


After that I tried five more times until the rain came and drove me 
off the streets. 


15) 

I was strolling along FriedrichstraBe when I saw a young woman 
in a long white coat in front of me. It took me a while to catch up with 
her, but then the stream of oncoming pedestrians prevented me from 
stepping next to her at a sufficient distance. Pedestrians also squeezed 
in from behind. At least I could see that she was wearing broad, bright 
red lips that formed a pastel colour contrast to the snow-white of her 
clothes and her blonde curls. Unfortunately, I couldn't find a large 
enough space to approach her; besides, she was walking so fast that I 
couldn't manage an inconspicuous, accidental encounter. When I was 
finally next to her, looking to see if she saw me before speaking, as 
seems to be the unwritten rule, she turned sharp left into the entrance 
of a bank. I saw her standing there shortly afterwards while she waited 
for a free cash machine. 


Once more, that was all for nothing. I walked a little further on, 
where police cars and fire engines with sirens and flashing lights were 
driving around for the umpteenth time. Something seems to go wrong 
every five minutes here in broken Berlin. It's the same between Alex 
and Alexa. “Pun intended.” Ambiguities are intended. Then I turned 
back, past the woman waiting in the bank with a kissy red mouth. Once 
again, here goes nothing today. Well, at least I'm getting to know the 
world a bit by failing. Although I'm staying true to the incel life for the 
time being, I have something to write about. A bad trade-off, but that's 
how mean and unfair the world is. Guitar and singing could be heard 
from across the street. Some decades-old song with a bias. The utopi- 
ans of the 1960s have aged badly, admittedly not as badly as the ideo- 
logical ramblings of the 1968s. No, freedom is not limitless anywhere 
here, not even above the roofs nor in the air. 
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Two elegantly winter-clad girls crossed the street at the same 
time; one of them looked at me, quite normally, without a sniff. 
Interested? They were with an older couple, walking down the stairs to 
the underground together. Any attempt would have been futile and 
embarrassing. I drank in the Christmas lights, the murmur of voices, 
tried to listen in when two girls laughed happily on the train, bent over 
chatting. Once I used to be so frightened because I had been teased and 
threatened with lashes at primary school, so that I dreaded every break 
because the bullies would set the tone, but shone as the best in my 
class in school lessons, that my human feelings were reversed: When 
others laughed merrily, I felt the aggressive undertone of laughter, 
outcast, threatened. Laughter was not cheerful for me, but cruel, a 
subliminal threat, a laughing at. Cheerfulness made me sad, because 
with the cheerful I felt ruthlessness, subliminal mockery, a lack of sen- 
sitive empathy. 


Later, girls giggled at me because I was the outsider, the 
‘underdog’ in English, whom not even boys took seriously, much less 
girls with their demanding choices, or even the sexual selection 
unleashed by the sexual revolution and feminist emancipation. When 
girls giggled, I panicked, because they had recognised my ridiculous- 
ness as a teased boy and pushed me back down deep into my existence 
of being laughed at and mocked. It didn't occur to me that girls were 
like that, giggling for no reason, unaware that they could cause damage 
to the soul of shy boys. That's why I used to fear the giggling of girls 
as something cruel. Their laughter made me uncomfortable because I 
felt what an ethnologist put it like this: “Laughter is also a way of 
showing others your teeth.” 


There is a kernel of truth in this, and as a derided, giggled at boy, 
I felt exactly that dark side or downside, the “showing others the teeth” 
of laughing and giggling. As I was never allowed to have a good, suc- 
cessful flirting experience with girls, I never regained the basic con-fi- 
dence needed to accept laughter and giggling as a beautiful, positive 
expression of life. It took me decades to overcome the negative percep- 
tion of giggling and laughing and to perceive it as something beautiful, 
despite regular rejections. 


145 


Once again I crossed FriedrichstraBe. Again, a young woman with 
slightly lightened hair walked in front of me at a slightly too fast pace. 
However, it wasn't so extreme today that I was reminded of Woyzeck. I 
hadn't reached the woman nowhere near when a woman I knew came 
towards me: the one with a bright red kissy mouth. She was already 
past. I turned round. Here, a mythical figure that the poet simply 
invents is waving a barn door. This time I managed to catch up with 
her; the pavement was wide and empty enough. 

-“You're ahead of the season,” I opened with a mischievous smile. 

-“English?” 

I repeated in translation. “Your mouth is as bright red as cherries.” 
Writing this down, I realise that ‘ripe cherries’ would have been even 
more succinct. “Either you are ahead of the season, or still in the 
previous autumn, when the cherries ripened.” 

-“T am no longer in autumn.” 

-“What are you doing right now? A stroll through the city, a 
Christmas market?” 

-“T'm going home from work.” 

-“Oh, what kind of work are you doing that you're sauntering 
home now?” 

Well, actually, she was rushing. 

- “T'm an artist.” 

-“Oh nice, we have that in common. I'm an artist too.” 

-““What do you do? Sculptures?” 

-“Not quite, but something creative too. What might suit me?” 

-“Sculptor?” 

-“Oh, because of the Dali beard?” 

-“Yes, the beard would fit.” 

-“T write books, take photographs and use the pictures for my 
works.” 

-“Interesting” 

-“That's why you have such a creative style with your curls, the 
cap and the coat,” I complimented her. 

-“Thank you, that was nice of you to say.” 

In the meantime, she had turned off to the bus stop, where I had 
stopped at a distance next to her, but closer than before. To compen- 
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sate, I began to casually lean back, which I learnt a few days ago from 
| and instructional videos of others. 

-“T'm Jo. What's your name?” 

~“221sa”’ 

She took off her glove and shook my hand. 

-“Lisa” 

-“No, Rrrrrrisa” 

-‘Ah, an original name, Risa.” 

-“Russian. I'm from Moscow.” 

-“We should have a cup of tea together over the holidays until 
New Year and talk about our art.” 

-““When we meet again.” 

-“Do you have WhatsApp or Telegram?” 

-“Not that. If we see each other.” 

She was gone, disappeared on the bus. 


2) I walked back to FriedrichstraBe, first to the bookshop, the 
scene of the embarrassment I had suffered earlier, then back towards 
the shopping centre, decorated like ancient marble sanctuaries where 
the god of commerce Baal is worshipped. At the same traffic lights 
where we had just turned off and she had been waiting for a bus, the 
next young woman stood with a large book under her arm. 

-“You look like a bookworm,” I told her. 

-“Yeah, pretty much.” 

-“Or are you a book rat?” 

-“Tt's pretty much the same thing.” 

Perhaps I could have joked that the difference was that the book- 
worm gnaws and pierces through writing, whereas the book rat nibbles 
at the letters from the outside. 

-““We have something in common. I like books too.” 

I've just realised that my little saying is ambiguous. I like books, 
but I also like to finally achieve success with girls. 

-““Have you read a lot?” 

-“Yes, a lot, but now I've switched to writing my own books.” 

-“Oh, I write too.” 

-“What do you write? As a hobby?” 

-““Yes, I write whatever comes into my head.” 
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-“T'm working on a style that I call documentary realism.” 

-“What? Do you write novels?” 

She didn't quite seem to follow. 

-“No, I don't invent anything, I only write true things, but I reser- 
ve the right to express myself poetically, to put different impressions 
together like a mosaic.” 

-“Tt's similar for me; I observe the world and take notes.” 

-“T replace fiction with new views of reality.” 

-“T try to do that too, write from an ethnological perspective.” 

-“The basis of the ethnological view is to be as alien as possible to 
the culture described. Because you can't see everything you're used to. 
The essence of a culture can only be grasped in complete alienation. 
That's why observing one's own culture from the inside is blunt.” 

-“T endeavour to step out. Sometimes I find myself in such unfa- 
miliar situations that I think I see things.” 

Apparently, like many of the rebellious people since the 1960s, 
she considered herself an outsider; usually they are unable to perceive 
real outsiders such as male losers of female choice and ideologies or 
incels, considering themselves victims and progressive forces while 
victimising others. 

Well, not only she overestimates herself in this respect, but pro- 
bably all generations alive today. None of them have seen the circum- 
stances of the West with regard to the sexes from the outside like the 
most blatant of their losers. But these are thoughts in hindsight while 
taking notes; of course I put that aside during flirtation attempts to trim 
my energies for success like a burning glass with multiple lenses. 

“Do you have a publisher?” she asked me. 

-“T had publishers too, but most of it is too far removed from the 
usual, it can no longer be accommodated there. The media and the 
literary industry have become so one-sided that nothing that doesn't 
conform to their world view gets through. English-language literary 
agencies write 95% of the time on their websites which views they 
want to promote and which they don't even want to see. Anyone who is 
too free and creative no longer fits in there.” 

-“That's what self-publishing is for today.” 
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-“This is an apparent pseudo-freedom. You're in a bubble, or a 
padded cell. You can shout whatever you want in it, but it will never 
get out of the rubber room, never be heard or read by anyone.” 

This is how Rudolf Hess was treated as a criminal by the victori- 
ous powers: He repeatedly tried to write his memories on sheets of 
paper and smuggle them out to his lawyers, but in contrast to the terro- 
rists of the RAF, who later communicated via their lawyers and even 
planned further terror attacks in this way, all of Hess's attempts to write 
were destroyed; nothing was preserved. The result is that it will never 
again be possible to refute the rumour that the British and others were 
afraid of inconvenient facts that he might have divulged. Imprisoning 
someone is one thing, preventing and destroying his attempts to write 
is quite another. This shows the unequal treatment of right-wing and 
left-wing perpetrators of violence. Today, attempts are being made to 
give the opposition similar treatment in modernised bubbles. Of course 
I didn't tell her that either, I'm not stupid! 

-“You can upload your books anywhere.” 

I said nothing in reply, because the truth would have been detri- 
mental. A number of platforms suddenly deleted my profile and all the 
books I had uploaded there without comment, explanation or warning. 
If I haven't yet been deleted somewhere, it's more likely because there 
are no sales or so few that no book falls into the hands of our censor- 
ship mob. As soon as a single woke person complains, my profiles 
within the EU are gone. Another provider is so far abroad that the 
feelings and aches and pains of German power blocs pass him by. But 
nobody can find them. I could as well upload my books to the recycle 
bin. The truth hurts when flirting. Sharp wit is the opposite of what 
girls and women require to sexually approve of men. Serious and 
brooding? Incel! No chance! A man has to be playful, fun and silly so 
that the ladies don't have to make an effort. Mind is exhausting and 
therefore dies out where sexual selection prevails. 

-“Where are you off to right now?” 

My change of subject was overdue. Not only because there is no 
honest answer to her comment that doesn't destroy all my chances, but 
also since changing the subject is necessary to keep her interest alive. 

-“T've just come from work.” 

-“Where does the bookworm work?” 
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-“T work in a hotel.” 

-“You have a lot to do with people there.” 

-“That's right.” 

-“What are some of the most interesting or most extreme things 
you've experienced at work?” (standard interview question) 

-“T don't know if anything was that interesting. But I noticed how 
some people handle money.” 

-““When you're on holiday, some people's money must be very 
loose.! 

-“That's still a weak expression.” 

She had stopped in front of a shop. 

“T have to go in here. It was nice to meet you.” 

Ay ay ay. The phrase heard a thousand times. In my dictionary of 
women's language, the entry for «It was nice to meet you» (women's 
language) translates as: «It was a nice pastime to distract myself with 
chit-chat, but I'd rather watch porn than flirt with you.» (civil langu- 
age) 

-“We should continue the nice conversation over the holidays, 
have a cup of tea somewhere.” 

-“Not really.” 

-““Send me a message as soon as you have time.” 

-“T'm busy busy busy,” she said in Denglish. 

-““Well, let's find a balance then.” 

-“T'm busy busy busy there too.” 

-““Always just work?” 

-“And writing.” 

-Then let's have a chat about writing and creative work.” 

-“Not really.” 

-“Do you have WhatsApp or Telegram? Think about it. If you 
want, you can send me a message, otherwise not.” 

-““Probably not." 

-“What's stopping you? Don't you trust the stranger?” 

-“Tt was nice, but I have to go inside now. Happy New Year to 


” 


you. 


It's grotesque that flirt masters not mentioned here by name, who 
like to talk about ‘fucking girls’, bang dozens of women a year. I don't 
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like vulgar, vulgar expressions and ways of thinking, but flirtatious 
men are successful with them, whereas sensitive, deeply brooding 
poets and thinkers who don't talk and think like that remain unsuccess- 
ful. 

I could never become a famous maestro who wins girls' hearts 
since my view 1s that of a male loser, which is the most hated, most de- 
spised entity in a feminist society. It's a vicious circle: because I'm a 
male loser, I have to write honestly about being a loser in this society, 
but that's exactly what society refuses to tolerate, suppresses, hates and 
mocks, so that I never succeed, which is necessary for girls to respect 
and desire me. Isn't that mean? It's mean as a dog! I, of all people, need 
the success of my works precisely because my writings and I are so 
despised, because only fame can win girls. My path is the path of truth. 
I am being punished for writing a truth that is hated and feared by a 
hypocritical world that I am half a century ahead of. 


Incidentally, imperialism and fascism functioned like a hypocriti- 
cal perversion of the truth. Why did young warriors seek glory and 
honour in wars? Because then the girls' hearts melt and flutter towards 
them. That wasn't nice in ancient times, but it was natural. Fascism and 
communism were then the distortion of using collective hatred to find 
private love, or just its trigger power. But never before has this circle 
of questions been explored without such distortion, without perversion, 
without hatred, without violence, honestly, openly and with scientific 
rigour before my books, which are suppressed and insulted because the 
establishment hates the reality and truth I show more than anything in 
the world. Never has a society so radically misunderstood human na- 
ture as today, never have errors and injustices been so deep. Never 
have they been hit so hard as in my books, which is the reason for their 
malice, disgust and fear. Male losers and incels must never have a 
voice, otherwise the lies of the Cultural Revolution would collapse, 
causing them to panic. Not only their power and sinecures, but also 
their worldview and identity, the house of cards of their life's lies 
would collapse. In their intolerant megalomania, the most radical cul- 
tural revolutionaries of all, once in power, have equated themselves 
with freedom and democracy, although they are in fact the gravedig- 
gers of both. 


151 


3.) At the Unter den Linden Christmas market, which is accessible 
without an entrance ticket, I walked into the inner courtyard but found 
no approachable young female creatures. As I stepped back out 
through the archway, an unusually cloaked girl came towards me in 
front of the stone wall. She smiled with an outstretched arm. Although 
I should have seen that her gaze and arm were not directed at me, but 
through me to an invisible person behind me, I greeted her: 

-“Hey” 

But her movements continued to sway towards a young man be- 
hind me who looked like some kind of scene. I can't remember if he 
was partly shaved or tattooed or what, but luckily he took it casually, 
ignoring it or as a flattering confirmation of the success he was cur- 
rently enjoying. 


My telephone conversation with a flirting teacher who, according 
to him, has a year and a half of teaching experience, went poorly. He 
demanded prices I deemed too high for his standard product, which he 
is constantly adding to. In future, this will include a few Tinder 
pictures and tricks, along with style advice on buying clothes. Perhaps 
the cost would be adequate if I could use all the modules. But I don't 
have much time in the summer, and some of the modules that may help 
others don't work for me. I've been turned down by girls for 50 years 
and have wasted more than enough time with ‘online dating’. Any girl 
would swipe left on me to wipe me off. Firstly, I'm too old. No girl is 
interested, and even if she was, she wouldn't even admit it to herself. 
I'm too thin. I don't conform to the fashions or the limited world view 
of contemporaries. 


He wasn't prepared to work together on a trial basis for the two 
weeks I had available. 

-“If you don't trust me, you're not ‘coachable’.” He might lump 
me together with the masses of his customers, try to drive my persona- 
lity out of me and achieve little. 


He's actually right in his analysis, but I don't like the vulgar way 
of expressing it: 
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-“T know you talk to the girls. Sometimes you have good conver- 
sations, but they don't want to fuck you. You're not the type, not the 
guy that girls fuck. So we have to make you that guy. This is hard 
work.” 

He has described the situation correctly, but I prefer more subtle 
expressions. Unfortunately, this does not necessarily mean that my si- 
tuation can be changed. Confidence is part of his business model. But 
is it appropriate? I would only find out during his course, which is why 
it would be foolhardy to commit X thousands of euros without 
knowing whether it makes any sense at all. 

I had told him how a girl had said to me: 

-“Tt's great that you're here! You're an original, a great guy. Just 
stay as you are. It's good that there are people like you. It was a nice 
chat with you.” -““What are you up to? We can have a drink there and 
continue the nice conversation.” or something like that. -“I'm going out 
now, I want to look for men to fuck.” -““Why aren't you thinking about 
me?” -“I would never think of that! You're not the type for that at all! 
But you're a great person, just stay the way you are. I have to go now.” 

That was a lifetime of being made fun of in a nutshell. Other pick- 
up students I told about my experience were astonished and told me it 
was the ‘ultimate rebuff’. They had never experienced anything so 
blatant. I do it all the time. 

-“Who tells it's even possible at my age? Several flirting teachers 
have achieved nothing for me.” 

For 50 years, I've always been turned down by girls when I try to 
talk to them in a nice way, even when a really good conversation en- 
sues. I have never known anything other than being rejected, while 
clumsy blokes successfully celebrated their lives as a permanent party. 
Feminist society has become more and more extreme over time; a 
woman is believed almost everything, a man almost nothing. A girl's 
vague gut feeling counts. Nobody wants to hear or read about what 
men suffer. All a girl has to do is ‘feel uncomfortable’ because she 
thinks I'm too old and therefore doesn't like talking to me, then I'm 
criminalised because of this ‘feeling’, since today it's a criminal offen- 
ce for a man if a woman ‘feels uncomfortable’ in his presence. No mat- 
ter how nice and harmless I talk to them, it is up to the girl's arbitrari- 
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ness to accuse me. Feminism has twisted objective law into arbitrary 
female mockery of justice. 

-“Tt's not your age.” 

Maybe not, but as a young migrant he's excused from behaviour 
for which I could be punished and ostracised. 

-“T'm thin. When I was young, an aunt told me I was a herring. 
Another aunt disagreed, saying I was just the bones of a herring. 
Maybe it just doesn't work with my body.” 

-“Stupid cunt, that aunt. It's not because you're thin. You have to 


exude the type that girls want to fuck.” 
This Is Why Women Don't Like Nice Guys 
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Honestly, he means it nicely and professionally, but it seems vul- 
gar to me. Unfortunately, nice men are rejected. Sexual selection 
chooses the wrong people. 

«This Is bos As Be Dike ie Ae (Melli Monaco) 
https://medium.com/@guide won hate -gu 
Why Women Hate Nice Guys? 

«Why Women Hate Nice Guys?» (medium.com) 

«5 Reasons Why vyomen Don't oe us Nice Guys» (aninjusticemag) 
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5 Reasons Why Women Don’t Go for 
Nice Guys 


As my situation is starker than others’, I am unsure if what may be 
successful for others will help me. I suggested to agree on booking two 
week courses each for an eighth of the price for his total package of up 
to four months. If I really got on with him and needed four months, he 
would have his full money. After some thought, he refused. Of course, 
all known pick-up instructors ultimately react in a similar way, always 
wanting to sell a complete product. They claim to act like a friend, but 
business comes first. 


4.) At the Christmas market around the Neptune Fountain, behind 
the entrance, there were two cutely dressed-up girls staring at their 
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phones, as they can be seen on all the larger pavements. Their closest 
relationship often seems to be with the ‘cell phone’, which I only 
bought to flirt with gals. At first I didn't dare: ‘Too smartly dressed. 
That will go wrong!’ Luckily they didn't see me, so I wasn't burnt in 
their minds by procrastination. I walked a few stalls away — no suitable 
audience — turned and saw them standing there unchanged. A sign of 
foresight with the fence post? That's what esotericists of the past would 
have interpreted. Her mobile phone just showed a map of the city. 

-“You seem to be looking for something. Do you want to go out?" 
I spoke to her from a reasonable distance. 

-“No, we're just looking.” 

-“You're both smartly dressed.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Like you're going to a party or a club.” 

-“We're going home.” 

-“You won't get cold; you're wearing a warm fur jacket.” 

-“Tt's not fur.” 

-“Not real, but nice and fluffy” ... “Are you on holiday or do you 
work here?” 

-“We're only here on holiday. 

-“Ah, to celebrate Christmas and New Year in Berlin. What are 
you planning for New Year's Eve?” 

-““We don't know yet.” 

Actually, her line was the ejector; everything after that is stuck on 
like it's pointless. 

-““Let me know as soon as you find something cool.” 

Silence. 

“Do you have WhatsApp or Telegram?” 

-“Rather not” 

-“Are you studying or working?” 

-“We're currently doing our A-levels.” 

They disappeared. Oh dear, I would have thought they were older. 


9966 


5) I saw two fat but fashionably dressed young women under the 
TV tower. I don't know what's fashionable in this absurd world at the 
moment, but a certain style can usually be distinguished at first glance 
from the rebellious to torn rags of the revolutionaries who have also 
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shaped style since 1968. In the 1980s, left-wingers and feminists used 
a local analogue (‘Schickimicki’) to the term ‘fancy-schmancy’ to 
deride such girls; in the 1960s, they would have been ‘straight’, which 
was already considered a dirty word back then. The same term meant 
heterosexual in the urban American English of the time, especially in 
hippie language. It is significant that already in the 1960s a word with 
the connotation of heterosexual was used as a slur and a term of hosti- 
lity. Because from the point of view of the scene, the hippies, the weird 
birds, were the good ones, but the normal or ‘straight’ people were the 
bad, outdated, backward ‘rulers’. So even though I don't know fashion, 
I am able to distinguish between the residual normality under attack 
and the weird or queer fashions of the attackers hostile to everything 
that is normal, natural, fruitful and fulfilling. 


The two chubby chic girls turned and crossed my path a few 
metres in front of me. I just smiled, ready to approach them if the 
opportunity arose, but did nothing. When they looked to my side and 
spotted me, they burst out laughing; one even bent over laughing. 
That's how rude and cruel ill-bred girls can be when a man doesn't fit 
their fashion and narrow world view. 


Some countries have begun to directly or indirectly prohibit or 
criminalise approaching women, depending on the subjective feelings 
of the woman and the girl. This is already blatantly unfair when it 
comes to sexual selection. Irrespective of this, hysterics, narcissists or 
simply derailed people are given the opportunity to blacken and 
destroy lives at will according to their gut feeling. 


England to criminalize approaching women 
on the street. Good or bad idea? 


@ irre 
Approaching woman on the street will soon be an offence and could land you in jail for two 
years. https://www.bbc.co.uk/news/uk-politics-63916328 7 
The bill also in includes making walking behind a woman a criminal offence. 
«England to criminalize approaching women on the street. Good 
or bad idea? Approaching woman on the street will soon be a offence 
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and could land you in jail for two years. The bill also includes making 
walking behind a woman a criminal offence.» (Link to BBC) 


This also turns the power situation in flirting on its head, because 
in our society, due to sexual selection, an innate female power, the 
power lies solely with the woman, whereby men are dependent on 
women and their decisions according to primeval instincts, of which 
not even the women themselves are aware. The laws do not protect the 
sexually powerless, but those who already possess an arbitrary, abso- 
lute power of choice. A society could not be more distorted and unjust. 
Of course, feminists, leftists, woke and the vast majority of contem- 
poraries deny the facts with great anger and indignation, because their 
identity and their world view are based on the false idea of male power 
and female powerlessness and need for protection. Anyone who even 
doubts this partially innate skewed view, which has been radically 
exacerbated and made even more skewed by feminism, is dismissed as 
a ridiculous crank. They are incapable of recognising that their ideo- 
logy is built on errors and that their lives and identities are therefore 
built on lies. Realising the truth would pull the rug from under their 
feet. That is why the voices of male losers are mercilessly and syste- 
matically suppressed and ridiculed. 


itt ww.lancashiretelegraph.co.uk/news/23229660.mat 


Bm ww 


Man charged after allegedly 'approaching women and girls' 


5th Janua 


«Man charged after allegedly ‘approaching women and girls’» 
(Lancashire Telegraph) 


A man was wanted by the police because he had allegedly ap- 
proached women and girls. This is how feminist society persecutes 
male losers who are dependent on female selection power. Nobody 
comes up with the idea of giving them free flirting courses to get them 
out of their loser existence or introducing them to a nice girl. Being a 
male loser is considered a latent crime, and if they try to meet women, 
they're wanted as criminals. 
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& Police are looking for public information to identify a man connected to several suspicious 
‘J 

Michael Franklin incidents at the University of Lethbridge. 

CTVNewsCalgary.ca Senior 

Digital Producer Investigators say a suspicious male has been approaching women waiting in the bus loop 
XFollow [7] Contact at the campus and attempting to speak with them. 


Published Oct. 13, 2023 6:55 During the conversations, police say he is reported to ask what bus they are taking and 
paniGEsT; making other comments that make them "feel uncomfortable." 


«Investigators say that a suspicious male has been approaching 
women waiting in the bus loop at the campus and attempting to speak 
with them. During the conversations, police say he is reported to ask 
what bus they are taking and making other comments that make them 
“feel uncomfortable”.» (CTVNewsCalgary, Oct. 13, 2023) 

Arbitrary subjective gut feelings of girls decide whether a man 
who approaches them is their new boyfriend, husband, sex partner or a 
criminal who will be punished in court. 


This is not an isolated case, but the psychoterror system of 
feminist society. As long as the brains of our contemporaries have been 
clogged with feminist ideologies since childhood, they remain inca- 
pable of thinking clearly, feeling normally and humanely, recognising 
the simplest facts of life, perceiving and treating men and especially 
male losers with a minimum of decency, empathy and warmth. 

It becomes particularly grotesque when the incipient prosecution 
of men who accost women is combined with confessions by women. 


Jessica Valenti, 


I BATHE IN MALE 
TEARS 


g 
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The number of male losers is exploding. According to the latest 
reports, half of single men have left the dating life because it is 
pointless for them. One to five per cent of men are booming on Tinder 
or in online dating. 95% to 99% have little or no chance. This kind of 
mumbo-jumbo is the result of sexual selection based on Stone Age 
instincts. 


«50% Of Men Have Given Up On Women Entirely» (Chris 
Williamson, 2023) 


50% Of Men Have Given Up On 
Women Entirely 


Chris Williamson @ 
631.179 Aufrufe + vor 4 Monaten 


The world is a rip-off like a brothel: they don't give a shit about 
men, they only want their best, their money. Men are financial slaves 
without rights. 


«Anchorwoman Louis Deller confesses to porn addiction» (a ma- 
gazine) 


«Was that an appeal to the male society to provide her with more 
satisfaction? The sequel will be published tomorrow: “TI hate it when 
men smile at me, I'd rather be addicted to porn. These sexists flirt with 
me!” #Satire» (29. Dec. 2023) 


Sp” “Frauen kénnen Porno-Siichtig sein? Q 


Louisa guckt jetzt ibrigens nicht mehr so viel und nur noch fair-trade 
Pornos « & 


»Nicht mehr gesund“ 


Moderatorin Louisa 
Dellert gesteht Porno- 
Sucht 


© 85 


114 Q 180 


*% DichteriDenker 
@Dichter1Denker 


War das jetzt ein Aufruf an die Mannergesellschaft, fiir mehr 


Befriedigung bei ihr zu sorgen? Morgen erscheint dann die Fortsetzung: 
"Ich hasse es, wenn Manner mich anlacheln, bin lieber pornosichtig. 


Diese Sexisten, flirten mich glatt an!" #Satire 
Translate post 


2:14 PM - Dec 29, 2023 - 4 Views 


it 8K Qn 
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An — anchor- 
woman, Louisa 
Dellert, publicly 
confesses being ad- 
dicted to porn. 
Society is trying to 
ostracise and crimi- 
nalise the approa- 
ching of women by 
men. Apparently, 
society would ra- 
ther have porn-ad- 
dicted women than 
men who dare to 
approach women 
and get to know 
them. 


The same fe- 
minist Jessica Va- 
lenti first com- 
plained about men 
paying attention to 
her and campaig- 
ned against “catcal- 
ling”. A year later, 
she complained that 
men were no longer 


paying attention to her because they had apparently been put off by her 


complaint. 


«The end of hisses, whistles and stares: we need to walk the 


streets without fear» (Jessica Valenti, 3.6.2014) 
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«Men rarely 
catcall me any 
more. I hate that 
our culture makes 


The end of hisses, whistles 
and stares: we need to walk 
the streets without fear 
Jessica Valenti 


me miss it. 
To my great 
mnversation has exploded eating beda shame, the 
Tuesday 3 June 2014 07.30 EDT https://archive.is/M6GPu thought of not 
Men rarely catcall me any being worth 
more. | hate that our culture men's notice 


bothers me, even 
though I'm a 
seasoned feminist 
and I know better» 
(Jessica Valenti, 
20.7. 2015) 


makes me miss it 
Jessica Valenti 


ionday 20 July 2015 07.00 EDT https://archive.is/upmcL 


It is more than strange, it's cruelly unjust, that since at least 1968, 
or longer, society has courted radical feminists and their destructive 
ideologies, entrusted them with power, media and the education of 
children, students and adults, celebrated cynical slogans such as 
enjoying men's tears, but excluded and fought against representatives 
of human nature and loving culture as well as male losers and incels 
created by feminist society, who have been shedding tears for this 
reason since at least 1968, or longer, denying them any voice in the 
media, art and the literary world, completely excluding and suppres- 
sing them like my now 56 books for around 40 years. Those who shed 
tears are invisible. Male losers and incels are the most invisible group 
in humanity, while feminists talk about ‘invisible women’, which has 
never been true, because at all times, due to innate instincts, com- 
plaints and requests for help from children and women are quickly 
heard, whereas complaints from men are mocked and ridiculed, but are 
not listened to. The instinctive rejection of male losers is even stronger. 
This fundamental injustice of human nature has been exponentially 
multiplied and exacerbated by feminism. Contemporaries are usually 
so bent in their perception that they simply can no longer understand 
paragraphs like this one, neither intellectually nor emotionally. 
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Since 1968 (at least), the left has immortally disgraced itself with 
its agenda, creating grievances of grotesque proportions that are cur- 
rently destroying western society. In many areas, the lies on which it 
has been built since at least the Cultural Revolution of 1968 are 
crumbling. More and more citizens are realising that they are being 
taken for a ride. It will be a long time before the issue of male losers 
and incels is also understood, but the truth and reality cannot be 
permanently suppressed. And when this oppression bursts, the longer 
this oppression has lasted and the more strongly it has been practised, 
the more severe the effect will be. 


Women desire powerful men. This is a deep-rooted instinct from 
primeval times, the biological purpose of which is to bear children 
with their successful genetic make-up, who will be successful in life 
and reproduce, and thus also their mother's genes. As a result, in the 
very long term, only those feminine instincts that made victorious men 
desirable remained. The standards of what makes one successful 
changed with science and technology, but the Stone Age instincts of 
female selection did not. 


When feminism arose out of skewed perception, which is also 
evolutionarily anchored in order to protect and care for children and 
mothers, but exclude male losers from reproduction, the disaster took 
its course. Now female traits such as emotionality, a tendency to com- 
plain and ask for help, which is almost reflexively granted to children 
and women but not to men and certainly not to male losers, became a 
harmful bane. Under natural circumstances, emotionality and complai- 
ning are good for babies and children; in the absence of a natural en- 
vironment, envy of men, masculinity, male duties and status develo- 
ped. Women now desired for themselves what men must have in order 
to be chosen and loved by women. Feminists felt ‘oppressed’ or ‘disad- 
vantaged’ if they did not do for themselves what was male duty, what 
men needed as their own gift and contribution in order to be granted 
love, sex and reproduction by women. 
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Female contributions for men, on the other hand, were indignantly 
denied and abolished as an alleged disadvantage and imposition. 
Feminism thus destroyed the female ability to love men as a sex (not to 
be confused with sexual desire) out of envy of men. This is also a form 
of political perversion. Equally broken was the exchange of the sexes 
that underlies culture, which caused additional conflict, alienation and 
lack of maturation of personality and identity. 


Claiming female preference went from being a useful behaviour 
in Stone Age conditions to a vicious circle that destructively over- 
turned the wheel of female preference and oppressive male burden at 
an increasing rate and speed: the stronger women, their gut feeling and 
feminism became, the more they felt subjectively disadvantaged in the 
face of objective preference. The more men lost, and were therefore 
perceived as losers by women, the more men were despised and the 
more was taken away from them. 


Male losers and incels suffered the most from this, but it is 
precisely these who are marginalised by feminists of both sexes and 
their society with enormous anger and hatred, deprived of any voice at 
all. Again, it is a perversion, because that society which, according to 
its ideology, strives for participation of all, promotion of the 
disadvantaged, love and inclusion, in fact does the radical opposite 
with its victims, native male losers, the most oppressed group of all, 
which, according to its ideology, does not exist. All facts are twisted 
into the exact opposite, which results in the next perversion, namely a 
logical perversion. Feminist, woke and contemporary left-wing thin- 
king is perverse, reliably twisting every fact into the opposite of reality, 
because they start from a fundamentally wrong view of human nature 
and have so thoroughly misunderstood human nature and especially 
that of the sexes that they always perceive and interpret everything 
exactly the wrong way round. 


So we are dealing with radical perversions on many levels at the 
same time. The silent majority of the 1960s to 1970s vaguely suspec- 
ted some of this, but without having the mental armoury to be able to 
express it logically and clearly. It is possible that similar disasters have 
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already occurred in earlier times; but before I burn my mouth comple- 
tely, I prefer to remain silent. 
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Further Reading 


More original books from the literary underground: 


Jan Deichmohle, “Film in Words” 

Jan Deichmohle, “The Incel Manifesto” 

Jan Deichmohle, “Incel Inspects Insular” 

Jan Deichmohle, “The Kiwi-Experience. A Grotesque” 
Jan Deichmohle, “Bali — Enchanting Island” 

Jan Deichmohle, “Double Standard” 


Jan Deichmohle, “The Oppression Of Men” 

Jan Deichmohle, “Critique of Feminist Ideology” 

Jan Deichmohle, “Nature Instead Of Utopia” 

Jan Deichmohle, “Settling The Score With Feminism” 

Jan Deichmohle, “Censored: Message in a Bottle to the Future” 
Jan Deichmohle, ,,Climate Fear And Other Nonsense” 


John C. Mileahed, ,,Life As a Journey” about the Psychedelic Scene 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Kurs gen Kreta” 
Jan Deichmohle, ,,Bilderbuch Madagaskar: Bilder, Buch, Madagaskar” 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,The Book of Festivals” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Warum Festivals auf Dauer anéden”’ . 

Von Goafestivals zu Barockfestspielen, mit philosophischen Uberlegungen 
zu Kontrapunkt und Gesellschaftsentwicklung 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Beziehungsentzug”, tiber maénnliche Verlierer 


More original and exciting books: www.quellwerk.com 


